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A  PLAT,  IN  FIVE   ACTS— BY  J.   SHERIDAN   KNOWIES, 


"A   WILLING   PUPIL  KNEELS  TO  THEE." — Act  1,  SCO16  3. 

fetxuues  anb  Cast  of  %  Characters, 

(First  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covemt  Garden,  April  5,  1832.) 


MASTER  WALTER  (Mr.  J.  S.  Knowles.)— Slate- 
oloured  doublet — trunks  and  hose — black  shoes 
,nd  rosettes — black  rapier  sword — lace  collar — 
•lack  hat  and  feathers. 

SIR  THOMAS  CLIFFORD  (Mr.  C.  KemUe.)— First 
'ress:  Black  velvet  doublet— white  kerseymere 
ireeches,  trimmed  with  silver  and  bell  buttons — 
•uisse  cloak— white  hat  and  feathers— lace  collar- 
ace  ruffles  at  the  cuffs  and  knees — rapier.  Second 
ress :  Black  Ibid. 

LORD  TINSEL  (Mr.  Wrench.)—  White  kerseymere 
loublet,  cloak,  and  breeches,  trimmed  with  white 
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-lace  collar. 

MASTER  WILFORD  (Mr.  J.  Mason] .—First  dress: 
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word.  Second  dress.  The  same  as  Lord  Tin- 
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STEPHEN  (Mr.  W.  H.  Payne.)— Crimson  and 
yellow  Ibid. 

WILLIAMS  (Mr.  Irwin.)— Light  blue  doublet, 
trunks,  and  vest— blue  hose— black  shoes  and 
rosettes. 
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SIMPSON  (Mr.  Brad .-/.)— Dark  blue  Ibid— sword. 
WAITER    (Mr.    Heath)  .—Light    siiuff -coloured 
Ibid. 

HOLDWELL  (Mr.  Btnder.)  —  Plum-coloured 
cloth  doublet  and  bell-buttoned  vest — cloak — 
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satin. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

EXITS  AND  ENTRANCES.— R.  means  Bight:  L. 
Left;  D  F.  Door  in  Flat;  R.  D.  Right  Door • 
L.  D.  Left  Door;  S.  E.  SeC"?id  Entrance;  U.  E. 
Upper  Entrance ;  M.  D.  Middle  Door. 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS.— R.  means  Right;  L. 
Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre;  L.  C. 
Left  of  Centre. 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

*«,*  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage, 
facing  the  Audience. 

To  THE  READER.— The  passages  marked  with 
single  inverted  commas  are  omitted  in  representa- 
tion. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— A  Tavern. 
SIR  THOMAS  CLIFFORD  at  a  table,  «-it7i  trine 
be/ore    him,    i.   s.   E.—  MASTER    WIl.PORD,  j 
GAYLOVE,    HOLDWELL,     and     SIMPSON,  I 
seated  at  another  table,  R.  8.  E.,  taking  wine — 
discovered. 

Wll.  (c.)  Your  wine,  sir ;  your  wiue  !  You  do 
not  justice  to  mine  host  of  the  Three  Tuns,  nor 
credit  to  yourselves;  I  swear  the  beverage  is 
good !  It  is  as  palatable  poison  as  you  will  pur- 
chase within  a  mile  round  Lu-Jgate !  Drink, 
gentlemen;  make  free.  You  know  I  am  a  man 
of  expectations  ;  and  hold  my  money  as  light  as 
the  purse  in  which  I  carry  it. 

Gay.  (R.  c.)  We  drink,  Master  Wilford;  not  a 
man  of  us  has  been  chased  as  yet. 

Wil.  But  you  fill  not  fairly,  airs  !     Look  at  my 
measure !     Wherefore  a  large  glass,  if  not  for  a  I 
large  draught  ?     Fill,   I  pray  you,   else  let    us  I 
ilrmk  out  of  thimbles.     This  will  never  do  for  the 
friends  of  the  nearest  of  kin  to  the  wealthiest 
peer  iu  Briton. 

Gay.  We  give  you  joy,  Master  Wilford,  of  the 
prospect  of  advancement  which  has  so  unexpect- 
edly opened  to  you, 

Wil.  Unexpectedly  indeed !  But  yesterday  ar- 
rived the  news  that  the  Earl's  only  son  and  heir 
had  died ;  and,  to-day,  has  the  Earl  himself  been 
seized  with  mortal  illness.  His  dissolution  is 
lookod  for  hourly  ;  and  I,  his  cousin  in  only  the 
third  degree,  known  to  him  but  to  be  unnoticed  by 
him — a  decayed  gentleman's  son — glad  of  the  title 
and  revenues  of  a  scrivener's  clerk, — am  the  un- 
doubted successor  to  his  estates  and  coronet. 

Gay.  Have  you  been  sent  for  ? 

Wil.  >'o ;  but  I  have  certified  to  his  agent 
Master  Walter,  the  Hunchback,  my  existence, 
and  peculiar  propinquity ;  and  momentarily  ex- 
pect him  hpre. 

Gay.  Lives  there  any  one  that  may  dispute 
your  claim, — I  mean  vexatiously  ? 

Wil.  Not  a  man,  Master  Gaylove.  I  am  the 
sole  remaining  branch  of  the  family  tree. 

Gay.  Doubtless  you  look  for  much  happiness 
from  this  change  of  fortune  ? 

Wil.  A  world  !  Three  things  have  I  an  especial 
passion  for.  The -finest  hound,  the  finest  horse,  and 
the  finest  wife  in  the  kingdom,  Master  Gaylove ! 

Gay.  The  finest  wife  ? 

Wil.  Yes,  sir;  I  marry.  Once  the  Earldom 
conies  into  my  line,  I  shall  take  measures  to  per- 


petuate ite  remaining  there.  I  marry,  sir !  I  do 
not  eay  that  I  shall  love.  My  heart  has  changed 
mistresses  too  often  -to  settle  down  in  one  servi- 
tude now,  sir.  But  fill.  I  pray  you,  friends.  This, 
if  I  mistake  not,  is  the  clay  whence  I  shall  date  my 
new  fortunes  ;  and,  for  that  reason,  hither  have 
I  invited  you,  that,  having  been  so  long  my  boon 
companions,  you  should  be  the  first  to  congratu- 
late me. 

.Enter  WAITER,  L. 

Wai.  You  are  wanted,  Master  Wilford. 

Wil.  By  whom  F 

Wai.  One  Master  Walter. 

Wil.  His  lordship's  agent !     News,  sirs  !    Shr.--- 
him  in.  [Exit  Waiter,  L, 

My  heart's  a  prophet,  sirs.    The  Earl  is  dead. 

Enter  MASTER  WALTER,  L. 
Well,  Master  Walter.    How  accost  yon  me  ? 

Wai.  As  your  impatience  shows  me  you  woulu 

have  me. 
My  lord,  the  Earl  of  Rochdale  ! 

Gait.  (L,  c.)  Give  you  joy  ! 

Hold.  (E.  c.)  All  happiness,  my  lord  ! 

Sim.   (R.   corner.)    Long  life  and  health  unto 
your  lordship  ! 

Gay.  Come  !  (Going  iip  to  the  table,  R." 

We'll  drink  to  his  lordship's  health !     'Tis  two 

o'clock, 
We'll  e'en  carouse    till  midnight.    Health,  my 

Hold.  My  lord,  much  joy  to  you  !  [lord  ! 

Sim.  All  good  to  your  lordship  ! 

Wai.  Give  something  to  the  dead ! 

Gay.  Give  what  ? 

Wai.  Respect! 

He  has  made  the  living !  First  to  him  that's  gon- 
Say  "  Peace," — and  then  with  decency  to  revels 

Gay.  What  means  the  knave  by  revels  ? 

Wai.  Knave? 

Gay.  Ay.  knave ! 

Wai.  Go  to  !    Thou'rt  flushed  with  wine  ! 

Gay.  Thou  snyest  false  !  [true- 

Though  didst  thou  need  a  proof  thou  weakest 
I'd  give  thee  one.  Thou  seest  but  one  lord  here, 
And  I  see  two  ! 

Wai.  Reflect'st  thou  on  my  shape  ? 
Thou  art  a  villain  ! 

Gay.  {Starting  iip.)  Ha! 

Wai.  (L.)  A  coward,  too! 
D'  aw  !  (Drawing  his  itror?.) 

Gay.  (c.)    Only   mark    him !    how    he    struts 

about ! 
How  'aughs  his  straight  sword  at  his  nobie  back. 
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WaL  Does  it  ?    It  caffs  thee  for  a  liar  then  ! 

(Strikes  Gayiove  -with  his  sword.) 
Gay,  A  blow ! 

WaL  Another,  lest  you  doubt  the  first ! 
Gay   His  blo<,d  on  his  own  head !    I'm  for  you, 
sir !  (Draws. ) 

Cli.    (Coming  forward  and  drawing,  c.)  Hold, 

sir!— This  quarrel's  ruiiie! 
Wai.  No  man  shall  fight  for  me,  sir! 
Cli.  By  your  leave. 

Your  patience,  pray  !  My  lord,  for  so  I  learn 
Behoves  me  to  accost  you— for  your  own  sake 
Draw  off  your  friend  ! 

Wai.  Not  till  we  have  a  bout,  sir  ! 

Cli.  My   lord,    your    happy   fortune   ill    you 

greet! — 

HI  greet  it  those  who  love  you  -  greeting  thus 
The  herald  of  it ! 

Wai.  Sir,  what's  that  to  you? 
Let  go  my  sleeve ! 

Cli.  My  lord,  if  blood  be  shed 
On  the  fair  dawn  of  your  prosperity, 
Look  not  to  see  the  brightness  of  its  day. 
'Twill  be  o'ercast  throughout ! 
Gay.    My  lord,  I'm  struck  ! 
Cli.  You  gave  the  first  blow,  and  the  hardest 

one ! 
Look,  sir ;   if  swords  you  needs  must  measure, 

I'm 
Your  mate,  not  he! 

Wai.  I'm  mate  for  any  man. 

Cli.  Draw  off  your  irieud,  my  lord,  for  your 

own  sake ! 

Wil.  Come,  Gaylove !  let's  have  another  room. 
Gay.  With  all  my  heart,   since  'tis  your  lord- 
ship's will. 

Wil.  That's  right !     Put  up  !    Come,  friends  ! 
[Mxeunt  Wilford,  Gaylovs,  Holdicdl, 

and  Simpson,  R. 
Wai.  I'll  follow  him ! 

(Crosses  to  R.  c. — Clifford  seizes  his  arm.) 
Why  do  yon  hold  me  ?      'Tis  not  courteous  of 

you! 
Think' st  thou  I  fear  them  ?    Fear  I    « I  rate  them 

but 
'  As  dust !  dross  !    offals  !'      Let  me  at  them  !— 

Nay, 

Call  you  this  kind  ?  then  kindness  know  I  not ; 
Nor  do  I  thank  you  for't !     Let  go,  I  say! 
Cli.  Nay,  Master    Walter,  they're  not  worth 

your  wrath ! 
Wai.  How  know  you  me  for  Master  Waller  ? 

By 

My  hunchback,  eh  ? — my  st'lts  of  legs  and  arms,  j 
The  fashion  more  of  ape's,  than  mail's  ?    Aha  !     ' 
So  you  have  heard  them  too — their  savage  gibes 
As  I  pass  on, — "  There  goes  my  lord  !"  aha ! 
God  made  me,  sir,  as  well  as  them  and  you  ! 
•Sdeath !  I  demand  of  you,  unhand  me,  sir ! 
Cli.  There,  sir,  you're  free  to  follow  them !    Go 

forth, 

And  I'll  go  too  ;  so  on  your  wilf  ulness 
Shall  fall  whate'er  of  evil  may  ensue. 
Is't  fit  you  waste  your  choler  on  a  burr  ? 
'  The  nothings  of  the  town  ;  whose  sport  it  is 
'  To  break  their  villain  jests  on  worthy  men, 
'  The  graver  still  the  fitter !'    Fie  for  shame ; 
Regard  what  such  would  say  ?    So  would  not  I, 
No  more  than  heed  a  cur. 

Wai.  You're  right,  sir;  right. 
For  twenty  crowns  ! — So  there's  my  rapier  up  ! 
You've  done  me  a  good  turn  against  my  will ; 


Which,  like  the  wayward  child,  whose  pet  is  off, 
That  made  him  restive  under  wholesome  cneck, 
[  now  right  humbly  own,  and  thank  you  for. 

Cli.  No  thanks,  good  Master  Walter,  owe  you 

me! 
['m  glad  to  know  you,  sir. 

Wai.  I  pray  you,  now, 
How  d.d  you  learn  my  name  ?     Guess'd  I  not 

right  ? 
Was't  not  my  comely  hunch  that  taught  it  you  ? 

Cli.  I  own  it. 

Wai.  Right,  I  know  it ;  you  tell  truth. 
[  like  you  for't. 

Cli.  But  when  I  heard  it  said 
That  Master  Walter  was  a  worthy  man, 
Whose  word  would  pass  on  'change  soon  as  his 

bond; 

A  liberal  man — for  schemes  of  public  good 
That  sets  down  tens,  where  others  units  write  ; 
A  charitable  man— the  good  he  does, 
Thats  told  of,  not  the  half — I  never  more 
ould  see  the  hunch  on  Master  Walter's  back  ! 

Wai.  You  would  not  flatter  a  poor  citizen  ? 

Cli.  Indeed,  I  flatter  not ! 

Wai.  I  like  your  face — 
A  frank,  and  honest   one !     Your  frame's   we** 

knit, 
Proportioned,  shaped  ! 

Cli.  Good  sir! 

Wai.  Your  name  is  Clifford  ?— 
Sir  Thomas  Clifford.    Humph !    You're  not  the 

heir 

Direct  to  the  fair  baronetcy  ?    He 
That  was,  was  drown'd  abroad.    Am  I  not  right  ? 
Your  cousin  was't  not  ?    So,  succeeded  you 
To  rank  and  wealth,  your  birth  ne'er  promised 
you. 

Cli.  I  see  you  know  my  history. 

Wai.  I  do. 

Your'e  lucky  who  conjoin  the  benfits 
Of  penury  and  abundance ;  for  I  know 
Your  fattier  was  a  man  of  slender  means. 
You  do  not  blush,  I  see.    That's  right!     Why 

should  you  ? 

What  merit  to  be  dropp'd  on  fortune's  hill  ? 
The  honour  is  to  mount  it.    You  have  done  it ; 
For  you  were  train'd  to  knowledge,  industry, 
Frugality,  and  honesty, — the  sinews 
That  surest  help  the  climber  to  the  top, 
And  keep  him  there.  I  have  a  clerk,  Sir  Thomas, 
Once  served  your  father;  there's  the  riddle  for 

you. 
Humph  !    I  may  thank  you  for  my  life  to-day. 

Cli.  I  pray  you  say  not  so. 

Wai.  But  I  will  say  so ! 
Because  I  think  so,  know  so,  feel  so,  sir ! 
Your  fortune,  I  have  heard,  I  think,  is  ample  ! 
And  doubtless  you  live  up  to't  ? 

Cli.  'Twas  my  rule, 
And  is  so  still,  to  keep  my  outlay,  sir, 
A  span  within  my  means. 

Wai.  A  prudent  rule  ! 
The  turf  is  a  seductive  pastime  ? 

Cli.  Yes. 

Wai.  You  keep  a  racing  stud  ?    You  bet  ? 

C?i.    No,  neither. 

'Twas  still  my  father's  precept—"  Better  ewe 
A  yard  of  land  to  labour,  thau  to  chance 
Be  debtor  for  a  rood  !" 

Wai.  'Twas  a  wise  precept. 
You've  a  fair  house— you'll  get  a  mistress  for 
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Cli.  In  time. 

Wai.  In  time!     'Tis  time   thy  choice    were 

made. 

Is't  not  so  yet  ?    Or  is  thy  lady  love 
The  newest  still  thou  see'st  ? 

Cli.  Nay,  not  so. 

I'd  marry,  Master  Walter,  but  old  use— 
For,  since  the  age  of  thirteen,  I  have  lived 
In  the  world— has  made  me  jealous  of  the  thing 
That  natter 'd  me  with  hope  of  profit.    Bargains 
'  Another  would  snap  up,  might  be  for  me 
'  Till  I  had  turn'd  and  turn'd  them !     Specula- 
tions,' 

That  promised  twenty,  thirty,  forty,  fifty, 
Ay,  cent,  per  cent,  returns,  I  would  not  launch 

in, 

When  others  were  afloat,  and  out  at  sea ; 
Whereby  I  made  small  gains,  but  miss'd  great 


fa- 


As  ever  then  I  look'd  before  I  leap'd, 
So  do  I  now. 

Wai.  Thou'art  all  the  better  for  it ! 
Let's    see!    Hand   free — heart   whole — well 

vour'd— so ! 

Rich — titled — let  that  pass  ! — kind,  valiant,  pru- 
dent- 
Sir  Thomas,  I  can  help  thee  to  a  wife, 
Hast  thou  the  luck  to  win  her ! 

Cli.  Master  Walter ! 
You  jest ! 

Wai.  I  do  not  jest.— I  like  you !— mark— 
I  like  you— and  I  like  not  every  one  ! 
I  say  a  wife,  sir,  can  I  help  you  to, 
4  The  pearly  texture  of  whose  dainty  skin 
'  Alone  were  worth  thy  baronetcy !    Form 
'  And  feature  has  she,  wherein  move  and  glow 
'  The  charms,  that  in  the  marble  cold  and  still 
'  Cull'd  by  the  sculptor's  jealous  skill,  and  join'd 

there, 

'  Inspire  us  !    Sir,  a  maid,  beneath  whose  feet 
'  A  duke— a  duke  might  lay  his  coronet, 
1  To  lift  her  to  his  state,  and  partner  her ! 
1  A  fresh  heart  too  !'    A  young  fresh  heart,  sir, 

one 
That   Cupid  has  not   toy'd  with;  and  a  warm 

one — 
Fresh,  young,   warm!— mark  that!   B  mind  to 

boot. 
Wit,     sir;     sense,   tastej  — a    garden     strictly 

tended— 

Where  nought  but  what  is  costly  flourishes, 
i  consort  for  a  king,  sir !     Thou  shalt  see  her. 

(Crosses  to  L.) 

Cli.  I  thank   you,  Master  Walter!     As   you 

speak, 

ttethinks  I  see  me  at  the  altar-foot ! 
Her  hand  fast  lock'd  in  mine-^the  ring  put  on. 
My  wedding  bell  rings  merry  in  my  ear  ; 
And  round  me  throng  glad  tongues  that  give  me 
joy 


joj 
To  be  the  bridegroom  of  so  fair  a  bride ! 


What!   sparks  so  thick? 
blaze  anon ' 


We'll  have  a 


Enter  a  SERVANT,  L. 

Sm>.  The  chariot's  at  the  door. 

Wai.  It  waits  in  time ! 
Sir  Thomas,  it  shall  bear  thee  to  the  bower 
"Where  dwells  this  fair— for  she's  no  city  belle, 
But  e'en  a  sylvan  goddess. 

CM.  Have  with  you ! 


Wai.  You'll  bless  the  day  you  served  the  Hunch* 
back,  sir ! 

[Exeunt,  L, 

SCENE  II.— A  Garden  before  a  Country  House. 
Enter  HELEN  and  JULIA,  K. 

Helen.  I  like  not,  Julia,  this  your  country  life, 
'm  weary  on't ! 

Julia.  Indeed  ?    So  am  not  I ! 
know  no  other ;  would  no  other  know. 
Helm.  You  would  no  other  know  !    Would  you 

not  know 

other  relative  ? — another  friend— 
other  house— another  anything, 
Jecause  the  ones  you  have  already  please  you  ? 
?hat's  poor  content!     Would  you  not  be  more 

rich, 
More  wise,  more  fair  ?    The  song  that  last  you 

learn'd 

You  fancy  well ;  and  therefore  shall  you  learn 
"o  other  song  ?    Your  virginal,  'tis  true, 
lath  a  sweet  tone ;  but  does  it  follow  thence, 
f  ou  shall  not  have  another  virginal  ? 
fou  may,  love,  and  a  sweeter  one ;  and  so 
A  sweeter  life  may  find,  than  this  you  lead !      i* 
Julio.  I  seek  it  not.    Helen,  I'm  constancy  ! 
Helen.  So  is  a  cat,  a  dog,  a  silly  hen, 
An  owl,  a  bat,— where  they  are  wont  to  lodge 
That  still  sojourn,  nor  care  to  shift  their  quarters. 
Thou'rt  constancy  ?     I'm  glad  I  know  thy  name  ! 
The  spider  comes  of  the  same  family, 
That  in  his  meshy  fortress  spends  his  life, 
Unless  you  pull  it  down  and  scare  him  from  it. 
And  so  thou'rt  constancy  ?    Art  proud  of  that  ? 
['11  warrant  thee  I'll  match  thee  with  a  snail 
Prom  year  to  year  that  never  leaves  his  house ! 
Such  constancy  forsooth !    A  constant  grub 
That  houses  ever  in  the  self -same  nut 
Where  he  was  born,  till  hunger  drives  him  out, 
Or  plunder  breaketh  through  his  castle  wall ! 
And  so,  in  very  deed,  thou'rt  constancy ! 

Julia.  Helen,  you  know  the  adage  of  the  tree  ;— 
I've  ta'en  the  bend.    This  rural  life  of  mine, 
Enjoin'd  me  by  an  unknown  father's  will, 
I've  led  from  infancy.    Debarr'd  from  hope 
Of  change,  I  ne'er  have  sigh'd  for  change.    The 

town 

To  me  was  like  the  moon,  for  any  thought 
I  e'er  should  visit  it — nor  was  I  school'd 
To  think  it  half  so  fair ! 

Helen.  Not  half  so  fair ! 

The  town's  the  sun,  and  thou  hast  dwelt  in  night 
E'er  since  thy  birth,  not  to  have  seen  the  town  ! 
Their  women  there  are  queens,  and  kings  their 

men  ; 
Their  houses  palaces ! 

Julia.  And  what  of  that  ? 
Have  your  town  palaces  a  hall  like  this  ? 
Couches  so  fragrant  ?  walls  so  high  adorn'd  ? 
Casements  with  such  festoons,  such  prospects, 

Helen, 
As   these   fair  vistas  have?     Your   kings  and 

See  me  a  May-day  queen,  and  talk  of  them ! 
Helen.  Extremes  are  ever  neighbours.    'Tis  a 

step 

From  one  to  the  other !    Were  thy  constancy 
A  reasonable  thing — a  little  less 
Of  constancy— a  woman's  constancy— 
I  should  not  wonder  wert  thou  ten  years  hence 
The  maid  I  know  thee  now ;  but,  as  it  is, 
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The  odds  are  ten  to  one,  that  this  day  year 
Will  see  our  May-day  queen  a  city  one. 

Julia.  Never !    I'm  wedded  to  a  country  lift 
'  O,  did  you  hear  what  Master  Walter  says ! 
Nine  times  in  ten,  the  town's  a  hollow  thing, 
Where  what  things  are  is  nought  to  what  they 

show; 
Where   merit's   name   laughs   merit's    self    to 

scorn! 

Where  friendship  and  esteem,  that  ought  to  he 
The  tenants  of  men's  hearts,  lodge  in  their  looks 
And  tongues  alone.    Where  little  virtue,  with 
A  costly  keeper,  passes  for  a  heap  ; 
A  heap  for  none  that  has  a  homely  one ! 
Where   fashion    makes   the    law — your  umpire 

which 

You  how  to,  whether  it  has  brains  or  not. 
Where  Folly  taketh  off  his  cap  and  bells, 
To  clap  on  Wisdom,  which  must  hear  the  jest ! 
Where  to  pass  current  you  must  seem  the  thing, 
The  passive  thing,  that  others  think :  and  not 
Your  simple,  honest,  independent  self ! 

Helen.  Ay  ;  so  says  Master  Walter.    See  I  not 
What  can  you  find  in  Master  Walter,  Julia, 
To  be  so  fond  of  him ! 
Julia.    He's  fond  of  me. 

I've  known  him  since  I  was  a  child.    E'en  then 
The  week  I  thought  a  weary,  heavy  one, 
That  brought  not  Master  Walter.    I  had  those 
About  me  then  that  made  a  fool  of  me, 
As  children  oft  are  fool'd ;  but  more  I  loved 
Good  Master  Walter's  lesson  than  the  play 
With  which  they'd  surfeit  me.    As  I  grew  up, 
More  frequent  Master  Walter  came,  and  more 
I  loved  to  see  him.    I  had  tutors  then, 
Men  of  great  skill  and  learning — but  not  one 
That  taught  like  Master  Walter.    What  they'd 

show  me, 

And  I,  dull  as  I  was,  but  doubtful  saw, — 
A  word  from  Master  Walter  made  as  clear 
As  day-light.  When  my  schooling  days  were 

o'er— 
That's  now  good  three  years  past— three  years — 

I  vow 

I'm  twenty,  Helen  !— well,  as  I  was  saying, 
When  I  had  done  with  school,  and  all  were  gone, 
Still  Master  Walter  came  !  and  still  he  comes, 
Summer  or  winter — frost  or  rain.    I've  seen 
The  snow  upon  a  level  with  the  hedge, 
Yet  there  was  Master  Walter  ! 

(Crosses  to  L.) 

Helen.  (Looking  off,  L.)  Who  comes  here  ? 
A  carriage,  and  a  gay  one,— who  alights  ? 
Pshaw  !    Only  Master  Walter  !    What  see  you, 
Which  thus  repairs  the  arch  of  the  fair  brow, 
A  frown  was  like  to  spoil  ?— A  gentleman ! 
One   of   our  town  kings.     Mark — how  say  you 

now? 

Wouldst  be  a  town  queen,  Julia  ?    Which  of  us, 
I  wonder,  comes  he  for  ? 

Julia.  For  neither  of  us  ; 
He's  Master  Walter's  clerk,  most  like. 

Helen.  Most  like ! 

Mark  him  as  he  comes  up  the  avenue ; 
So  looks  a  clerk !    A  clerk  has  such  a  gait ! 
So  does  a  clerk  dress,  Julia,— mind  his  hose— 
They're  very  like  a  clerk's  !  a  diamond  loop 
And  button,  note  you,  for  his  clerkship's  hat— 
O,  certainly  a  clerk  !    A  velvet  cloak, 
Jerkin  of  silk,  and  doublet  of  the  same, 
For  all  the  world  a  clerk !    See,  Julia,  see, 
How  Master  Walter  bows,  and  yields  him  place, 


That  he  may  first  go  in,— a  very  clerk  ! 

I'll  learn  of  thee,  love,  when  I'd  know  a  clerk. 

Julia.  I  wonder  who  he  is. 

Helen.  Wouldst  like  to  know  ? 
Wouldst  for  a  fancy,  ride  to  town  with  him  ? 
I  prophecy  he  comes  to  take  thee  thither. 

Julia.  He  ne'er  takes  me  to  town.    No,  Helen, 

no, 
To  town  who  will— a  country  life  for  me ! 

Helen.  We'll  see. 

Enter  FATHOM,  L. 
Fat.  You're  wanted,  madam. 
Julia.  (Embarrassed.)  Which  of  us  ? 
Fat.  You,  madam. 

(Retires  up,  L.) 

Helen.  Julia !  what's  the  matter  ?    Nay, 
Mount  not  the  rose  so  soon.     He  must  not  see  it 
A  month  hence.    'Tis  love's  flower,  which  once 

she  wears, 

The  maid  is  all  his  own. 
Julia.  Go  to  ! 
Helen.  Be  sure. 
He    comes  to  woo  thee  !      He  will  bear  thee 

hence: 
He'll  make  thee   change  the   country  for  the 

town. 
Julia.  I'm  constancy.     Name  he  the  town  to 

me, 
I'll  tell  him  what  I  think  on't. 

Helen.  Then  you  guess 
He  comes  a  wooing. 
Julia.  I  guess  nought. 
Helen.  You  do ! 
At  your  grave  words,  your  lips,  more  honest, 

smile, 

And  show  them  to  be  traitors.    Hie  to  him. 
Julia.  Hie  thee  to  soberness. 

Helen.  Ay,  will  I,  when,  ^^  L* 

Thy  bridemaid,  I  shaU  hie  to  church  with  thee, 
Well,  Fathom,  who  is  come  ? 

Fat.  I  know  not.* 

Helen.  What! 
Didst  thou  not  hear  his  name  ? 

Fat.  I  did. 

Helen.  Whatis't? 

Fat.  I  noted  not. 

Helen.  What  hast  thou  ears  for,  then  ? 

Pat.  What  good  were  it  for  me  to  mind  his 

name? 

I  do  but  what  I  must  do.    To  do  that 
s  labour  quite  enough ! 

Walter.  (Without,  L.)  What.  Fathom  ! 

Fat.  Here. 

Enter  MASTER  WALTEE,  x. 

Wai.  Here,  sirrah !    Wherefore  did'st  not  come 

tome? 

Fat.  (c.)  You  did  not  bid  me  come. 
Wai.  I  call'd  thee. 
Fat.  Yes, 

And  I  said,  "  Here ;"  and  waited  then  to  know 
Tour  worship's  will  with  me. 

Wai.  We  go  to  town. 
Thy  mistress,  thou,  and  all  the  house. 
Fat.  Well,  sir  ? 

Wai.  Mak'st  thou  not  ready  then  to   go   to 
town  ?  (Fathom  crosses  tax  ) 

Hence,  knave,  despatch !  [Exit  Fathom,  t. 

Helen.  (R.  c.)  Go  we  to  town  ? 
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Wai.  (L.  c.)  We  do, 

'Tis  now  her  father's  will  she  gees  the  town. 
Helen.  I'm  glad  on't.     Goes  she  to  her  father  ? 
Wai.  No; 

At  the  desire  of  thine,  she  for  a  terra 
Shares  roof  with  thee. 
Helen.  I'm  very  glad  on't. 
Wai.  What ! 
Tou  like  her  then  ?    I  thought  you  would.    'Tis 

time 
;,She  sees  the  town. 

Helen.  It  has  been  time  for  that 
These  six  years. 

Wai.  By  thy  wisdom's  count.    No  doubt 
You've  told  her  what  a  precious  place  it  is. 
Helen.  I  have. 

Wai.  I  even  guessed  as  much.     For  that 
I  told  thee  of  her ;  brought  thee  here  to  see  her; 
And  pray'd  thee  sojourn  a  space  with  her; 
That  its  fair  space,  from  thy  too  fair  report, 
Might  strike  a  novice  less,— so  less  deceive  her. 
I  did  not  put  thee  under  check. 

4M«t,  'Twas  right,— 

Ere  had  I  broken  loose,  and  ruE  the  wilder  ! 
So  knows  she  not  her  father  yet:  that's  strange. 
I  prithee  how  does  mine  ? 

Wai.  Well— very  well. 
News  for  thee. 
,    JfeZtn.  What? 
\  Wai.  Thy  cousin  is  in  town. 
1     Helen.  My  cousin  Modus  ? 

Wai.  Much  do  I  suspect 

That  cousin's  nearer  to  thy  heart  than  blood. 
Helen.  Pshaw  !    Wed  me  to  a  musty  library ! 
Love   him  who   loves  nothing   but   Greek   and 

Latin! 

But,  Master  Welter,  you  forget  the  main 
Surpassing  point  of  all !    Who  comes  with  you  ? 
Wai.  Ay,  that's  the  question ! 
Helen.  Is  he  a  soldier  or 
•Civilian  ?  lord  or  gentleman  ?    He  s  rich, 
If  that' s  his  chariot !    Where  is  his  estate  r 
What  brings  it  in  ?    Six  thousand  pounds  a  year  ? 
Twelve  thousand,  maybe  !     Is  he  bachelor, 
Or  husband  ?    Bachelor,  I'm  sure  he  is  ! 
Comes  he  not  h:tber  wooing,  Master  Walter  f 
JTay,  prithee,  answer  me ! 
Wai.  Who  says  the  sex 
.Are  carious?      That   they're   patient,    III    be 

sworn; 

Anfl  reasonable— very  reasonable — 
Telook  for  twenty  answers  in  a  breath  ! 
Come,  thou  shalt  be  enlightened— but  propound 
'Thy  questions  one  by  one !    Thou'rt  far  too  apt 
A  scholar  !    My  ability  to  teach        t 
"Will  ne'er  keep  pace,  I  fear,  with  thine  to  learn. 

F EX6  HTlt,  Ij, 

SCENE  III.— An  Apartment  in  the  House. 

Enter  JULIA,  followed  by  CLIFFORD,  R. 
Julia.  No  more  !    I  pray  you,  sir,  no  more ! 
Cli.  I  love  you. 
Julia.  You  mock  me,  *ir ! 
Cli.  Then  is  no  such  thing 
On  earth  as  reverence.    Honour  filial,  the  tear 
Of  kings,  tho  awe  of  Supreme  Heaven  itself, 
Are  only  shows  and  sounds  that  stand  for  no- 
thing. 
I  love  you ! 

Julia.  You  have  known  me  scarce  a  minute. 
Cli.  Say  but  a  moment,  still  1  say  I  love  you. 


Love's  not  a  flower  that  grows  on  the  dull  earth: 
Springs  by  the  calender  ;  must  wait  for  sun— 
For   rain ; — matures    by   parts, — must    take    its 

time 

To  stem,  to  leaf,  to  bud,  to  blow.    It  owns 
A  richer  soil,  and  boasts  a  quicker  seed  ! 
You  look  for  it,  and  see  it  not !  and  lo ! 
E'en  while  you  look,  the  peerless  flower  is  up, 
Consummate  in  the  birth ! 

Julia.  (Aside.)  Is't  fear  I  feel  ? 
Why  else  should  beat  my  heart?     It  can't  bo 

fear ! 
Something  I  needs  must  say.      (Aloud.)      You're 

from  the  town : 

EIow  comes  it,  sir,  you  seek  a  country  wife  ? 
Vtethinka  'twill  tax  his  wit  to  answer  that.  ( A»ide.) 

Cli.  In  joining  contrasts  lieth  love's  delight. 
Complexion,  stature,  nature,  mateth  it, 
Sot  with  their  kinds,  but  with  their  opposites. 
ELence  hands  of  snow  in  palms  of  rursset  lie : 
The  form  of  Hercules  affects  the  sylph's  ; 
And  breasts  that  case  the  lion's  fear-proof  heart 
Find  their  loved  lodge  in  arms  where  tremors 

dwell ; 

Haply  for  this,  on  Afric's  swarthy  neck, 
Hath  Europe's  priceless  pearl  been  seen  to  hang, 
That  makes  the  orient  poor !    So  with  degrees. 
Rank  passes  by  the  circlet  graced  brow, 
Upon  the  forehead  bare  of  notelessness 
To  print  the  nuptial  kiss.    As  with  degrees 
So  is't  with  habits  ;  therefore,  I,  indeed 
A  gallant  of  the  town,  the  town  forsake, 
To  win  a  country  wife. 

Julia    (Aside.)     His  prompt  reply 
My  backward    challenge  shames!     Must  I  give 

o'er? 

['11  try  his  wit  again.     (Aloud.)    Who  marries  me 
Must  lead  a  country  life. 

Cli.  The  life  I'd  lead  ! 

But  fools  would  fly  from  it ;  '  for  0 !  'tis  sweet ! 
'  It  finds  the  heart  out,  be  there  one  to  find  ; 
'  And  corners  in't  where  store  of  pleasures  lodge* 
'  We  never  dream'd  were  there  !'     It  is  to  dwell 
'Mid  smiles  that  are  not  neighbours  to  deceit  j 
Music  whose  melody  is  of  the  heart, 
And  gifts  that  are  not  made  for  interest — 
Abundantly  bestowed  by  nature's  cheek, 
And  voice,  and  hand  !     It  is  to  live  on  life, 
And  husband  it !     It  is  to  constant  scan 
The  handiwork  of  Heaven !    It  is  to  con 
Its  mercy,  bounty,  wisdom,  power  !    It  is 
To  nearer  see  our  God  ! 

Julia.  (Aside.)    How  like  he  talks 
To  Master  Walter !     Shall  I  give  it  o'er  ? 
Not  yet.      (Aloud.)      Thou  wouldst  not  live  cu<» 

half  a  year ! 

A  quarter  mightst  thou  for  the  novelty 
Of  fields  and  trees  :  but  then  it  needs  must  be 
In  summer  time,  when  they  go  dress'd. 

Cli.  Not  it! 

In  any  time — say  winter  !    Fields  and  trees 
Have  charms  for  me  in  the  very  winter  time. 
Julia.  But  snow  may  clothe  them  then. 
Cli.  I  like  them  full 
As  well  in  snow. 
Julia.  You  do  ? 
Cli.  I  do ! 
Julia.  But  night 

Will  hide  both  snow  and  them,  and  that  sets  in 
Ere  afternoon  is  oi>t.    A  heavy  tiling, 
A  country  fireside  in  a  winter's  night, 
To  one  bred  in  the  town,— where  winter's  said. 
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For  son  of  gaiety  mid  sjiortiveness, 
To  beggar  shining  summer. 

CU.  I  should  like 
A  country  winter's  night  especially  ! 

Julia.  You'd  sleep  by  the  fire. 

CU.  Not  I ;  I'd  talk  to  thee. 

Julia.  You'd  tire  of  that ! 

Cli.  I'd  read  to  thee. 

Julia.  And  that ! 

Cli.  I'd  talk  to  thee  again. 

Julia.  And  sooner  tire 
Than  first-you  did,  and  fall  asleep  at  last. 
You'd  never  do  to  lead  a  country  life. 

Cli.  You  deal  too  harshly  with  me !    Matchless 

maid, 

As  loved  instructor  brightens  dullest  wit, 
Fear  not  to  undertake  the  charge  of  me  ! 
A  willing  pupil  kneels  to  thee,  and  lays 
His  title  and  his  fortune  at  your  feet.       (Kneels.) 

Julia.  (Aside.)     His  title  and  his  fortune  ! 

Enter  MASTER  WALTER  and  HELEN.— Julia, 
disconcerted,  retires  with  the  latter  t  B.  u.  E. — Clif- 
ford rises. 
Wai.  So,  Sir  Thomas  ! 

Aha  !  you  husband  time  !  well,  was  I  right  ? 

Is't  not  the  jewel  that  I  told  you  'twas  ? 

Would  thou  not  give  thine  eyes  to  wear  it  ?    Eh  ? 

It  has  an  owner  though, — nay,  start  not, — one 

That  may  be  brought   to  part  with't,  and  with 
whom 

I'll  stand  thy  friend— I  will— I  say,  I  will ! 

A  strange  man,  sir,  and  unaccountable  ; 

But  I  can  humour  him — will  humour  him 

For  thy  sake,  good  Sir  Thomas?,  for  I  like  thee. 

Well,  is't  a  bargain  ?    Come,  thy  hand  upon  it. 

A  word  or  two  with  thee. 

(They    retire,  L.  IT.   E. — Julia    and 
Helen  come  forward.) 

Julia.  (L.  c.)  Go  np  to  town  ! 

Helen.  (B.C.)  Have  I  not  said  it  ten  times  o'er 

to  thee  ? 

But  if  thou  lik'st  it  not,  protest  against  it. 
Jtilia.  Not  if  'tis  Master  Walter's  will. 
Helen.  What  then  ? 
Thou  wouldst    not  break  thj  heart  for  Master 

Walter  ? 

Julia.  That  follows  not ! 
Helen.  What  follows  not  ? 
Ju'm.  That  I 

Should  break  my  heart  because  we  go  to  town, 
Hele?i.     Indeed  ! — 0    that's    another    matter. 

Well, 

I'd  e'en  advise  thee  then  to  do  his  will ; 
And  ever  after  when  I  prophesy, 
Believe  me,  Julia ! 

(They  retire,  B.  u.  E.— Master  Walter 
comes  forward. ) 

Enter  FATHOM,  L. 

Fat.  So  please  you,  sir,  a  letter, — a  post-haste 
letter  !  The  bearer  on  horseback-,  the  horse  in  a 
foam — smoking  like  a  boiler  at  the  heat — be  sure  a 
post-haste  letter ! 

Wai.  Look  to  the  horse  and  rider. 

(Ex<t  Fathom,  L.— Walter  opens  the 
letter  and  reads.) 

What's  this  ?    A  testament  addressed  to  me, 
Found  in  his  lordship's  escrutoire,  and  thence 


Directed  to  be  taken  by  np  hand 

But  mine.     My  presence  instantly  required. 

(Sir  Thomas,  Juiia,  and  Helen  come 
forward) . 

Come,  my  mistresses, 

You  dine  in  town  to-day.    Your  father's  will 
It  is,  my  Julia,  that  you  see  the  world, 
And  thou  shalt  see  it  in  its  best  attire. 
Its  gayest  looks — its  richest  finery 
It  shall  put  on  for  thee,  that  thou  may'st  judge 
Betwixt  it,  and  the  rural  life  you've  lived. 
Business  of  moment  I'm  but  advised  of, 
Touching  the  will  of  my  late  noble  master, 
The  Earl  of  Rochdale,  recently  deceased, 
Commands  me  for  a  time  to  leave  thee  there. 
Sir  Thomas,  hand  her  to  the  chariot.     (Clifford 

take.;  Julia's  hand.)    Nay, 
I  tell  thee  true.    We  go  indeed  to  town ! 

[Exeunt  L. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  L—  An  apartment  in  Master  Heartwell'g. 
House. 

Enter  FATHOM  and  THOMAS,  L. 

Tho.  (L.  c.)  Well,  Fathom,  is  thy  mistress  np  f 

Fat.  (B.  c.)  She  is,  Master  Thomas,  and  break- 
fasted. 

Tho.  She  stands  it  well  I  'Twas  five,  you  say,, 
when  she  came  home ;  and  wants  it  now  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  of  ten  ?  Wait  till  her  stock 
of  country  health  is  out. 

Fat.  'Twill  come  to  that,  Master  Thomas,  be- 
fore she  lives  another  month  in  town  !  three,  four, 
five,  six  o'clock  are  now  the  hours  she  keeps. 
'Twas  otherwise  with  her  in  the  country.  There,, 
my  mistress  used  to  rise  what  time  she  now  lies- 
down. 

Tho.  Why,  yes  ;  she's  changed  since  she  came 
hither. 

Fat.  Changed,  do  you  say,  Master  Thomas? 
Changed  forsooth !  I  know  not  the  thing  in 
which  she  is  not  changed,  saving  that  she  is  still 
a  woman.  I  tell  thee  there  is  no  keeping  pace 
with  her  moods.  In  the  country  she  had  none  of 
them.  When  I  brought  what  she  asied  for,  it 
was  "  Thank  you,  Fathom,"  and  no  more  to  do  ;. 
but  now,  nothing  contents  her.  Hark  ye !  were 
you  a  gentleman,  Master  Thomas, — for  then  you 
know  you  would  be  a  different  kind  of  man, — how 
many  times  would  you  have  your  coat  altered  ? 

Tho.  Why,  Master  Fathom,  as  many  times  as  it 
would  take  to  make  it  fit  me. 

Fat.  Gtood  !  But  supposing  it  fitted  thee  at 
the  first  ? 

Tho.  Then  would  I  have  it  altered  not  at  all. 

Fat.  Good !  Thou  wouldst  be  a  reasonable 
gentleman.  Thou  wouldst  have  a  conscience. 
Now  hark  to  a  tale  about  my  lady's  last  gown. 
How  many  times,  think  you,  took  I  it  back  to  the 
sempstress  ? 

Fat.  Thrice,  may  be. 

Tho.  Thrice,  may  be  !  Twenty  times,  may  be  r 
and  not  a  turn  too  many  for  the  truth  on't. 
Twenty  times  on  the  oath  of  the  sempstress.  Now 
mark  me— can  you  count  ? 

Tho.  After  a  fashion. 

Fat.  You  have  much  to  be  thankful  for,  Master 
Thomas ;  you  London  serving  men  have  a  world 
of  things,  which  we  iu  the  country  never  dream. 
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of.  Now  mark: — four  times  took  I  it  back  for 
the  flounce ;  twice  for  the  sleeves ;  three  for  the 
tucker.  How  many  times  in  all  is  that  ? 

Tho.  Eight  times  to  a  fraction,  Master 
Fathom. 

Fat.  What  a  master  of  figures  you  are  !  Eight 
times — now  recollect  that !  And  then  found  she 
fault  with  the  trimmings.  Now  tell  me,  how 
many  times  took  I  back  the  gown  for  the  trim- 
mings ? 

Tho.  Eight  times  more,  perhaps ! 

Fat.  Ten  times  to  a  certainty.  How  many 
times  makes  that  ? 

Tho.  Eighteen,  Master  Fathom,  by  the  rule  of 
addition. 

Fat.  And  how  many  times  more  will  make 
twenty  ? 

Tho.    Twice,  by  the  same  rule. 

Fat.  Thou  hast  worked  with  thy  pencil  and 
slate,  Master  Thomas !  Well,  ten  times,  as  I 
said,  took  I  back  the  gown  for  the  trimmings; 
and  was  she  content  after  all  ?  I  warrant  you 
no,  or  my  ears  did  not  pay  for  it.  She  wished, 
she  said,  that  the  slattern  sempstress  had  not 
touched  the  gown,  for  nought  had  she  done,  but 
botched  it.  Now,  what  think  you  had  the  semp- 
stress done  to  the  gown  ? 

Tho.  To  surmise  that,  I  must  be  learned  in  the 
sempstress's  art. 

Fat.  The  sempstress's  art!  Thou  hast  hit  it ! 
Oh,  the  sweet  sempstress !  The  excellent  semp- 
stress! Mistress  of  her  scissors  and  needles, 
which  are  pointless  and  edgeless  to  her  aft !  The 
sempstress  had  done  nothing  to  the  gown,  yet 
raves  and  storms  my  mistress  at  her  for  having 
botched  it  in  the  making  and  mending ;  and  orders 
her  .straight  to  make  another  one,  which  home  the 
sempstress  brings  on  Tuesday  last. 

Tho.  And  found  thy  fair  mistress  as  many 
:aults  with  that  ? 

Fat.  Not  one !  She  finds  it  a  very  pattern  of  a 
gown  !  A  well  sitting  flounce !  The  sleeves  a  fit 
— the  tucker  a  fit — the  trimmings  her  fancy  to  a 
T !  (Laughing.)  Ha,  ha,  ha !  and  she  praised  the 
sempstress — ha,  ha,  ha !  and  she  smiles  at  me, 
and  I  smile — ha,  ha,  ha!  and  the  sempstress 
smiles — ha,  ha,  ha!  Now,  why  did  the  semp- 
stress smile  ? 

Tho.  That  she  had  succeeded  so  well  in  her 
art. 

Fat.  Thou  hast  hit  it  again.  The  jade  must 
have  been  born  a  sempstress.  If  I  ever  marry 
she  shall  work  for  my  wife.  The  gown  was  the 
same  gown,  and  there  was  my  mistress's 
twentieth  mood. 

Tho.  What  think  you  will  Master  Walter  say 
when  he  comes  back  ?  I  fear  he'll  hardly  know 
his  country  maid  again.  Has  she  yet  fixed  her 
wedding  day  ? 

Fat.  She  has,  Master  Thomas.  I  coaxed  it 
from  her  maid.  She  marries,  Monday  week. 

TTio.  Comes  not  Master  Walter  back  to-day  ? 

Fat.  Your  master  expects  him.  (A  ringing 
heard  without,  L.)  Perhaps  that's  he.  I  prithee  go 
and  open  the  door ;  do,  Master  Thomas,  do  ;  for 
proves  it  my  master,  he'll  surely  question  me. 

Tho.  And  what  should  I  do  ? 

Fat.  Answer  him,  Master  Thomas,  and  make 
him  none  the  wiser.  He'll  go  mad,  when  he 
learns  how  my  lady  flaunts  it !  Go  !  open  the 
door,  I  prithee.  Fifty  things,  Master  Thomas, 
know  you,  for  one  thing  that  I  know ;  you  can 


turn  and  twist  a  matter  into  any  kind  of  matter, 
and  then  twist  and  turn  it  back  again,  if  needs 
be  j  so  much  you  servants  of  the  town  beat  us  of 
the  country,  Master  Thomas.  Open  the  door, 
now  do,  Master  Thomas,  do ! 

[Exeunt,  L. 

SCENE    II. — A    garden — an    arbour,  n.    IT.    E., 
another  L.  u.  E. 

Enter   MASTER    HEARTWELL,  B.  s.  E.,  and 
MASTER  WALTER,  L.  u.  E.,  meeting. 

Hea.    Good   Master    Walter,    welcome    back 
again ! 

Wai.  I'm  glad  to  see  you,  Master  Heartwell. 

Hea.  How, 

I  pray  you,  sped  the  weighty  business  which 
So  sudden  called  you  hence  ? 

Wai.  Weighty,  indeed  ! 
What   thou    wouldst   ne'er  expect — wilt  scarce 

believe ! 

Long  hidden  wrong  wondrously  come  to  light, 
And  great  right  done !  But  more  of  this  anon. 
Now  of  my  ward  discourse !  Likes  she  the 

town? 
How  does  she  ?    Is  she  well  ?    Canst  match  me 

her, 
Amongst  your  city  maids  ? 

Hea.  Nor  court  ones  neither  ! 
She  far  outstrips  them  all ! 

Wai.  I  knew  she  would. 
What  else  could  follow  in  a  maid  so  bred  ? 
A  pure  mind,  Master  Heartwell !— not  a  taint 
From  intercourse  with  the  distemper'd  town  ; 
With  which  all  contact  was  wall'd  out ;  until, 
Matured  in  soundness,  I  could  trust  her  to  it, 
And  sleep  amidst  infection. 

Hea.  Master  Walter ! 

Wai.  Well? 

Hea.  Tell  me,  prithee,  which  is  likelier 
To  plough  a  sea  in  safety  ?— he  that's  wont 
To  sail  in  it, — or  he  that  by  the  chart 
Is  master  of  its  soundings,  bearings,— knows 
Its  headlands,  havens,  currents — where  'tis  bold, 
And  where  behoves  to  keep  a  good  look-out. 
The  one  will  swim  where  sinks  the  other  one  ! 

Wtd.  The  drift  of  this  ? 

Hea.  Do  you  not  guess  it  ? 

Wai.  Humph! 

Hea.  If  yeu  would  train  a  maid  to  live  in  town, 
Breed  her  not  in  the  country ! 

Wai.  Say  you  so  ? 
And  stands  she  not  the  test  ? 

Hea.  As  snow  stands  fire ! 
Tour  country  maid  has  melted  all  away, 
And  plays  the  city  lady  to  the  height : — 
Her  mornings  give  to  mercers,  milliners, 
Shoemakers,  jewellers,  and  haberdashers ; 
Her  noons,  to  calls ;  her  afternoons,  to  dressing ; 
Evening,  to   plays    and  drums ;    and  nights,  to 

routs, 

Balls,  masquerades  !     Sleep  only  ends  the  riot, 
Which  waking  still  begins ! 

Wai.  I'm  all  amaze ! 
How  bears  Sir  Thomas  this  ? 

Hea.  Why,  patiently ; 
Though  one  can  see  with  pain. 

Wai.  She  loves  him  ?    Ha ! 
That  shrug  is  doubt !    She'd  ne'er  consent  to  wed 

him 
Unless  she  loved  him !— never  1     Her  young  fancy 
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The   pleasures   of   the   town— new   things— have 

caught. 

Anon  their  hold  will  slacken ;  she'll  become 
Her  former  self  again  ;  to  its  old  train 
Of  sober  feelings  will  her  heart  return ; 
And  then  she'll  give  it  wholly  to  the  man 
Her  virgin  wishes  choose  ! 

Sea.  [Looking  off,  B.~)  Here  comes  Sir  Thomas, 
And  with  him  Master  Modus. 

Wai.  Let  them  pass  : 
I  would  not  see  him  till  I  speak  with  her. 

(They  retire  into  thelparbour,  L.  XT.  E.) 

Enter  CLIFFORD  and  MODUS,  R. 

Cli.  A  dreadful  question  is  it,  when  we  love, 
To  ask  if  love's  returned !    I  did  believe 
Fair  Julia's  heart  was  mine — I  doubt  it  now. 
But  once  last  night  she  danced  with  me,  her  hand 
To  this  gallant  and  that  engaged,  as  soon 
As  asked  for !    Maid  that  loved  would  scarce  do 

this? 

Nor  visit  we  together  as  we  used. 
When  first  she  came  to  town.    She  loves  me  less 
Than  once  she  did — or  loves  me  not  at  all. 

Modus.  I'm  little  skilled,  Sir  Thomas,  in  the 

world : 
What  mean  you  now  to  do  ? 

Cli.  Remonstrate  with  her ; 
Come  to  an  understanding,  and,  at  once, 
If  she  repents  her  promise  to  be  mine, 
Absolve  her  from  it — and  say  farewell  to  her. 

Modus.      Lo,    then,    your    opportunity  —  she 

comes — 

My  cousin  also ; — her  will  I  engage, 
Whilst  you  converse  together. 

Cli.  Nay,  not  yet ! 

My  heart  turns  coward  at  the  sight  of  her. 
Stay  till  it  finds  new  courage !     Let  them  pass. 

(Cli/or<i  and  Modus  retire  into  the 
arbour,  R.  u.  E.) 

Enter  JULIA  and  HELEN,  L.  s.  E. 
Helen.    So,  Monday  week  will  say  good  morn  to 

thee 
A  maid,  and  bid  good  night  a  sober  wife  ? 

Julia.  That  Monday  week  will  never  come, 
That  brags  to  make  a  sober  wife  of  me  ! 

Helen.  How  changed  you  are,  my  Julia ! 

Julia.  Change  makes  change. 

Helen,.  Why  wedd'st  thou  then  ? 

Julia.  Because  I  promised  him. 

Helen.  Thou  lov'st  him  ? 

Jwlio.  Do  I? 

Helen.  He's  a  man  to  love  : 
A  right  well-favour'd  man ! 

Julia.  Your  point's  well-favoured, 
Where  did  you  purchase  it?     In  Gracechurch 
Street  ? 

Helen.  Pshaw !  never  mind  my  point,  but  talk 
of  him. 

Julia.  I'd  rather  talk  with  thee  about  the  lace. 
Where  bought  you  it?     In  Gracechurch  Street, 

Cheapside, 

Whitechapel,  Little  Britain  ?    Can't  you  say 
Where  'twas  you  bought  the  lace  ? 

Jfelen.— In  Cheapside,  then. 
And  now  then  to  Sir  Thomas !    He  is  just 
The  height  I  like  a  man. 

Julia.  Thy  feather's  just 

The  height  I  like  a  feather !     Mine's  too  short  1 
What  shall  I  give  thee  in  exchange  for  it  ? 


Helen.  What  shall  I  "give  thee  for  a  minute's 

talk 
About  Sir  Thomas  ? 

(Clifford  and  Modus  appear  at   the 

entrance  of  the  arbour.) 
Julia.  Why,  thy  feather. 
Helen.  Take  it ! 
Cli.  (Apart  to  Modus.)  What,  likes  she  not  to 

speak  of  me ! 
Helen.  And  now 

Let's  talk  about  Sir  Thomas — much  I'm  sure 
He  loves  you. 

Julia.  Much  I'm  sure  he  has  a  right ! 
Those  know  I  who  would  give  their  eyes  to  be 
Sir  Thomas,  for  my  sake ! 

Helen.  Such,  too,  know  I. 
But  'mong  them  none  that  can  compare  with 

him, 
Not  one  so  graceful. 

Julia.  What  a  graceful  set 
Your  feather  has ! 

Helen.  Nay,  give  it  back  to  me, 
Unless  you  pay  me  for't. 
Julia.  What  was't  to  get  ? 
Helen.  A  minute's  talk  with  thee   about   Sir 

Thomas. 

Julia.  Talk  of  his  title,  and  his  fortune  then. 
Cli.  (Aside.)  Indeed!    I  would  not  listen,  yet 

I  must ! 

Julia.  An  ample  fortune,  Helen— I  shall  be 
A  happy  wife!    What  routs,  what  balls,  what 


my 


What  gala  days  ! 

Cli.  (Aside.)  For  these  she  marries  me ! 
She'll  talk  of  these  ! 

Julia.  Think  not,  when  I  am  wed, 
I'll  keep  the  house  as  owlet  does  her  tower, 
Alone, — when  every  other  bird's  on  wing. 
I'll  use  my  palfrey,  Helen  ;  and  my  coach ; 
My  barge  too  for  excursion  on  the  Thames  ; 
What  drives  to  Barnet,  Hackney,  Islington ! 
What  rides  to  Epping,  Houuslow,  and  Black- 
heath  ! 
What  sails  to  Greenwich,  Woolwich,  Pulham, 

Kew! 
I'll  set  a  pattern  to  your  lady  wives  ! 

Cli.  (Aside.)  Ay,  lady?    Trust  me,  not  at 
expense. 

Julia.  And  what  a  wardrobe !    I1 11  have  change 

of  suits 

For  every  day  in  the  year !  and  sets  for  days ! 
My  morning  dress,  my  noon  dress,  dinner  dress, 
And  evening  dress !  then  will  I  show  you  lace 
A  foot  deep,  can  I  purchase  it ;  if  not, 
I'll  speedily  bespeak  it.    Diamonds  too ! 
Not  buckles,  rings,  and  ear-rings  only,— but 
Whole  necklaces  and  stomachers  of  gems  ! 
I'll  shine !  be  sure  I  will. 

Cli.  (^side.)  Then  shine  away ; 
Who  covets  thee  may  wear  thee ;  I'm  not  he  !  ^ 

Julia.  And  then  my  title  !    Soon  as  I  put  on 
The  ring,  I'm  Lady  Clifford.    So  I  take 
Precedence  of  plain  mistress,  were  she  e'en 
The  richest  heiress  in  the  land !    At  town 
Or  country  ball,  you'll  see  me  take  the  lead, 
While  wives  that  carry  on  their  backs  the  wealth 
To  dower  a  princess,  shall  give  place  to  me ; — 
Will  I  not  profit,  think  you,  by  my  right  ? 
Be  sure  I  will !  marriage  shall  prove  to  ma 
A  never-ending  pageant.    Every  day 
Shall  show  how  I  am  spoused !     I  will  be  known 
For  Lady  Clifford  all  the  city  through, 
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And  fifty  miles  the  country  round  about. 
Wife  of  Sir  Thomas  Clifford,  baronet,— 
Not  perishable  knight  !  who,  when  he  makes 
A  lady  of  me,  doubtless  must  expect 
To  see  me  play  the  part  of  one. 

Cli.  (Coming  forward,  R.)  Moat  true. 
But  not  the  part  which  you  design  to  play. 

Julia,   (c.)  A  lisfc'uer,  sir  ! 

Cli.  By  chance,  but  not  intent. 
Your  speech  was  forced  upon  mitfe    ear,  that 

ne'er 

More  thankless  duty  to  my  heart  discharged  ! 
Would  for  that  heart  it  ne'erliad  known  the 

sense 

Which  tells  it  'tis  a  bankrupt  there,  where  most 
It  coveted  to  be  rich,  and  thought  it  was  so  ! 

0  Julia  !  is  it  you  ?    Could  I  have  set 
A  coronet  upon  that  stately  brow, 
Where  partial  nature  hath  already  bound 
A  brighter  circlet  —  radiant  beauty's  own— 

1  had  been  proud  to  see  thee  proud  of  it, 
So  for  the  donor  thou  hadst  ta'en  the  gift, 

Not  for  the  gift  ta'en  him.    Could  I  have  pour'd 
The  wealth  of  richest  Croesus  in  thy  lap, 
I  had  been  blest  to  see  thee  scatter  it, 
So  I  was  still  thy  riches  paramount  ! 

Julia.  Know  you  me,  sir  ? 

Cli.  I  do  !     On  Monday  week 
We  were  to  wed,  and  are  so  you're  content 
The  day  that  weds,  wives  you  to  be  widowed. 

Take 

The  privilege  of  my  wife  ;  be  Lady  Clifford  ! 
Outshine  the  title  in  the  wearing  on't  ! 
My  coffers,  lands,  are  all  at  thy  eommand  ; 
Wear  all  !  but,  for  myself,  she  wears  not  me, 
Although  the  coveted  of  every  eye, 
Who  would  not  wear  me  for  myself  alone. 

Julia.  And  do  you  carry  it  so  proudly,  sir  ? 

Cli.  Proudly,  but  still  more  sorrowfully,  lady  ! 
I'll  lead  thee  to  the  church  on  Monday  week. 
Till  then  farewell  !  and  then,  —  farewell  for  ever  ! 

0  Julia,  I  have  ventured  for  thy  love, 

As  the  bold  merchant,  who,  for  only  hope 
Of  some  rich  gain,  all  former  gains  will  risk. 
Before  I  asked  a  portion  of  thy  heart, 

1  peril'd  all  my  own  ;  and  now,  all's  lost  !  [E#it  R. 
Julia.  Helen  ! 

Helen.  What  ails  yon,  sweet  ? 
Julio.  I  cannot  speak—  quick,  loose  my  girdle, 
oh  ! 

(S?i<J     faints—  Master     Walter     and 
Master  Heartwell  come  forward, 
L.C.) 

TFal.  (R.  c.)  Good  Master  Heartwell,  help  to 

take  her  in, 

Whilst  I  make  after  him  !  and  look  to  her  ! 
Unlucky  chab.ce  that  took  me  out  of  town. 

[Ewunt,    Walter  R.,  Helen,    Julia, 
l,.  L. 


SCENE  III.—  .1  Street. 
Enter  CLIFFORD,  R.,  and  STEPHEN,  L.,  meeting. 

Sto.  (L.)  Letters,  Sir  Thomas. 

Cli.  (R.)  Take  them  home  again, 
I  shall  not  read  them  now. 

Ste.  Your  pardon,  sir, 
But  here  is  one  directed  strangely. 

Cli.  How  ? 

Ste.   (Beadini.)     To  Master  Clifford,  gentleman; 
now  styled 


Sir  Thomas  Clifford,  baronet. 

Cli.  Indeed  !' 
Whence  comes  that  letter  ? 

Ste.  From  abroad. 

Cli.  Which  is  it? 

Ste.  So  please  you  this,  Sir  Thomas. 

Cli.  Give  it  me  (Reads.) 

Ste.  (Aside.)  That  letter  brings  not  news  to 
wish  him  joy  upon.  If  he  was  disturbed  before, 
which  I  guessed  by  his  looks  he  was,  he  is  not 
more  at  ease  now.  His  hand  to  his  head!  A 
most  unwelcome  letter !  If  it  brings  him  news  of 
disaster,  fortune  does  not  give  him  his  deserts ; 
for  never  waited  servant  upon  a  kinder  master. 

Cli.  Stephen! 

Ste.  Sir  Thomas! 

Cli.  From  my  door  remove 
The  plate  that  bears  my  name. 

Ste.  The  plate,  Sir  Thomas  ? 

Cli.  The  plate— collect  my  servants   and  in- 

truct  them 

To  make  out  each  their  claims  unto  the  end 
Of  their  respective  terms,  and  give  them  in 
To  my  steward.  Him  and  them  apprise,  good 

fellow, 

That  I  keep  house  no  more.    As  you  go  home 
Call  at  my  coachmaker's,  and  bid  him  stop 
The  carriage  I  bespoke.    The  one  I  have 
Send  with  my  horses  to  the  mart  whereat 
Such  things  are  sold  by  auction.    They're  for 

sale- 
Pack  up  my  wardrobe— have  my  trunks    con- 

vey'd 
To  the  inn  in  the  next  street— and  when  that's 

done, 

Go  round  my  tradesmen  and  collect  their  bills. 
And  bring  them  to  me,  at  the  inn. 

(Crosses  to  L.) 

Ste.  CR.)  The  inn  ? 

Cli.  Yes ;   I  go  home  no  more.    Why,  what's 

the  matter  ? 

What  has  fallen  out  to  make  your  eyes  fill  up  ? 
You'll  get  another  place.     I'll  certify 
You're  honest  and  industrious,  and  all 
That  a  servant  ought  to  be. 

Ste.  I  see,  Sir  Thomas, 
Some  great  misfortune  has  befallen. you  ? 

I  have  health ;   I  have    strength  !    my  reason, 

Stephen,  and 

A  heart  that's  clear  in  truth,  with  trust  in  God. 
No  great  disaster  can  befall  the  man 
Who's  still  possessed  of  these  ?  Good  fellow,  leave 

me. 

What  you  would  learn,  and  have  a  right  to  know, 
I  would  not  tell  you  now.     Good  Stephen,  hence ! 
Mischance  has  fallen  011  me — but  what  of  that  ? 
Mischance  has  fallen  on  many  a  better  man. 
I  prithee  leave  me.    I  grow  sadder  while 
I  see  the  eye  with  which  you  view  my  grief. 
'Sdeath   they   will   out!     I  would  have  been  a 

roan, 

Had  you  been  less  a  kind  and  gentle  one. 
Now,  as  you  love  me,  leave  rue. 

Ste.  Never  master 
So  well  deserved  the  love  of  him  that  served  him. 

[Exit,  R. 

C?i.  Misfortune  liketh  company  :  it  seldom 
Visits  its  friends  alone.     (Looking  of,  L.)    Ha, 

Master  Walter, 
And  ruffled  too !    I'm  in  no  mood  for  him. 


THE    HUNCHBACK. 


Enter  MASTER  WALTER,  L. 

WUl.  So,  Sir— Sir  Thomas  Clifford!— what  with 

speed 
And  cboler— I  do  gasp  for  want  of  breath ! 

Cti.  Well,  M -water  Walter  ? 

Wai.  You're  a  rash  young  man,  sir  ! 
Strong-headed,  and  wrong-headed— and  I    fear, 

sir, 

Not  over  delicate  in  that  fine  sense 
Which  men  of  honour  pride  themselves  upon  ! 

CH.  Well,  Master  Walter  ? 

Wai.  A  young  woman's  heart,  sir, 
I-  not  a 'stout  to  carve  a  posy  ou  ! 
Which -knows  not  what  is  writ  oii't— which,  you 

may  buy, 

Exchange  or  sell,  sir,— keep  or  give  away,  sir : 
It  is  a  richer — yet  a  poorer  thing  ! 
Priceless  to  him  that  owns  and  prizes  it : 
Worthless,  when  owii'd,  not  prized:  which  makes 

the  man 

That  covets  it,  obtains  it,  and  discards  it, — 
A  fool,  if  not  a  villain,  sir  ! 

Cli.  Well,  sir! 

Wai.  You  never  loved  my  ward,  sir. 

Cli.  The  bright  Heavens 
Bear  witness  that  I  did  ! 

Wai.  The  bright  He.wens,  sir, 
Bear  not  false  witness.    That  you  loved  her  not, 
Is    clear, — for   had  you  loved  her,  you'd  have 

pluck' d 
Your  heart  from  out  your  breast,  ere  cast  her  from 

your  heart  ! 

Old  as  I  am,  I  know  what  passion  is. 
It  is  the  summer's  heat,  sir,  which  in  vain 
We  look  for  frost  in.     Ice,  like  yours,  sir,  knows 
But  little  of  such  heat!    We  are  wrong' d,  sir; 

wrong' d! 
You  wear  a  sword,  and  so  do  I. 

Cli.  Well,  sir ! 

Wai.  You  know  the  use,  sir,  of  a  sword  ? 

Cti.  I  do. 

To  whip  a  knave,  sir,  or  an  honest  man ! 
A  wise  man  or  a  fool — atone  for  wrong, 
Or  double  the  amount  on't !    Master  Walter, 
Touching  your  ward,  if  wrong  is  done,  I  think 
On  my  side  lies  the  grievance.      I  would  not  say 

so 

Did  I  not  think  so.    As  for  love — look,  sir, 
That  hand's  a  widower's,  to  its  first  mate  sworn 
To  clasp  no  second  one.    As  for  amends,  sir, 
You're  free  to  get  them  from  a  man  in  whom 
You've  been  forestall'd  by  fortune,  for  the  spite 
Which  she  has  vented  on  him,  if  you  still 
Esteem  him  worth  your  auger.      (Giving  him  a 

letter. ) 

Please  you  read 

That  letter.    Now,  sir,  judge  if  life  is  dear, 
To  one  so  much  the  loser. 

Wai.  What,  all  gone ! 
Thy  cousin  living  they  reported  dead  ! 

Cli.  Title  and  land,  sir,  unto  which  add  love  ; 
All  gone,  save  life  and  honour,  which  ere  I'll 

lose 
I'll  let  the  other  go. 

Wai.  We're  public  here, 
And  may  be  interrupted.     Let  us  seek 
Some  spot  of  privacy.      Your  letter,  sir  ?     (Gives 

it  bock.) 
Though  fortune  slights  you,  I'll  not  slight  you ! 

not 
Your  title  or  the  lack  of  it  I  heed. 


Whether  upon  the  score  of  lore  or  hate 
With  you  and  you  alone  I  settle,  sir. 
We've  gone  too  far.    'Twere  folly  now  to  part 
Without  a  reckoning. 

Cli.  Just  as  you  please. 

Wai.  You've  done 
A  noble  lady  wrong. 

Cli.  That  lady,  sir, 
Has  done  me  wrong. 

Wai.  G-o  to !    Thou  art  a  boy 
Fit  to  be  trusted  with  a  plaything,  not 
A  woman's  heart.    Thou  know'st  not  what  it  is  I 
Which  I  will  prove  to  tliee,  soon  as  we  find 
Convenient  place.     Come  on,  sir!  you  shall  get 
A  lesson  that  shall  serve  you  for  the  rest 
Of  your  lite.    I'll  make  you  own  her,  sir,  a  piec» 
Of  Nature's  handiwork,  as  costly,  free 
From  bias,  flaw,  and  fair  as  ever  yet 
Her  cunning  hand  turn'd  out.    Come  on,  sirE 
come ! 

[Exeunt,  L_ 


ACT  HI. 
SCENE  I.— A  Drawing  Room. 

Enter  LORD  TINSEL  and  the  EARL  OF  ROCH- 
DALE, R. 

Tin.  Refuse  a  lord !    A  saucy  lady  this. 
I  scarce  eaa  credit  it 

Roc.  She'll  change  her  mind. 
My  agent,  Master  Walter,  is  her  guardian. 

Tin.  How  can  you  keep  that  Hunchback  in  hi» 

office? 
He  mocks  you. 

Roc.  He  is  useful.    Never  heed  him. 
My  offer  now  do  I  present  through  him. 
He  has  the  title-deeds  of  my  estates, 
She'll  listen  to  their  wooing.    I  must  have  her.. 
Not  that  I  love  her,  but  all  allow 
She's  fairest  of  the  fair. 

Tin.  Distinguish'd  well : 
'Twere  most  unseemly  for  a  lord  to  love ! — 
Leave  that  to  commoners.    'Tis  vulgar — she's 
Betroth' d,  you  tell  me,  to  Sir  Thomas  Clifford. 

Roc.  Yes. 

Tin.  That  a  commoner  should  thwart  a  lord  ! 
Yet  not  a  commoner.    A  Baronet 
Is  fish  and  flesh.    Nine  parts  plebeian,  and 
Patrician  in  the  tenth.     Sir  Thomas  Clifford  I 
A  mau,  they  say,  of  brains.     I  abhor  brains 
As  I  do  tools.     They're  things  mechanical. 
So  far  are  we  above  our  forefathers  : — 
They  to  their  brains  did  owe  their  titles,  as 
Do  lawyers,  doctors.    We  to  nothing  owe  them, 
Which  makes  us  far  the  nobler. 

Roc.  Is  it  so  ? 

Tin.  Believe  me.    You  shall  profit  by  my  train- 
ing ; 

You  grow  a  lord  apace.  I  saw  you  meet 
A  bevy  of  your  former  friends,  who  fain 
Had  shaken  hands  with  you.  You  gave  them 

fingers ! 
You're    now    another    man.      Your   house     is 

changed, — 

Your  table  changed — your  retinue — your  horse — 
Where  once  you  rode  a  hack,  you  now    back 

blood  ;— 
Befits  it  then  you  also  change  your  friends ! 
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Enter  WILLIAMS,  L. 

Wil.  A  gentleman  would  see  your  lordship. 

Tin.  (c.)  Sir! 
What's  that  ? 

Wil.  A  gentleman  would  see  his  lordship. 

Tin.  How  know  you,  sir,  his  lordship    is    at 

home? 

Is  he  at  home  because  he  goes  not  out  ? 
He's  not  at  home,  though  there  you  see  him,  sir, 
Unless  he  certifies  that  he's  at  home ! 
Bring  up  the  name  of  the  gentleman,  and  then 
Your  lord  will  know  if  he's  at  home  or  not. 

[Exit  Williams,  L. 

Your  man  was  porter  to  some  merchant's  door, 
Who  never  taught  him  better  breeding 
Than  to  speak  the  vulgar  truth ! 

Re-enter  WILLIAMS,  L. 

Well,  sir ! 
Wil.  His  name, 
So  please  your  lordship,  Markham. 

Tin.  Do  you  know 
The  thing? 

Eoc.  Right  well !    I'faith  a  hearty  fellow, 
Son  to  a  worthy  tradesman,  who  would  do 
Great  things  with  little  means ;  so  enter'd  him 
In  the  Temple.    A  good  fellow,  on  my  life, 
Nought  smacking  of  his  stock ! 

Tin.  You've  said  enough ! 
His  lordship's  not  at  home.     (Exit  Williams,  L.) 

We  do  not  go 

i  By  hearts,  but  orders !    Had  he  family- 
Blood— though  it  only  were  a  drop— his  heart 
;  Would  pass  for  something ;  lacking  such  desert, 
Were  it  ten  times  the  heart  it  is,  'tis  nought ! 

Re-enter  WILLIAMS,  L. 

Wil.  One  Master  Jones  has  asked  to  see  your 
lordship. 

Tin.    And   what   was   your   reply  to   Master 
Jones  ? 

Wil.  I  knew  not  if  his  lordship  was  at  home. 

Tin.  You'll  do.    (To  Rochdale.)  Who's  Master 
Jones  ? 

Eoc.  A  curate's  son. 

Tin.  A  curate's  ?    Better  be  a  yeoman's  son! 
Was  it  the  rector's  son,  he  might  be  known, 
Because  the  rector  is  a  rising  man, 
And  may  become  a  bishop.    He  goes  light. 
The  curate  ever  hath  a  loaded  back, 
He  may  be  call'd  the  yeoman  of  the  church 
That  sweating  does  his  work,  and  drudges  on 
While  lives  the  hopeful  rector  at  his  ease. 
How  made  you  his  acquaintance,  pray  ? 

Eoc.  We  read 
Latin  and  Greek  together. 

Tin,.  Dropping  them—  • 

As,  now  that  you're  a  lord,  of  course  you've 

done- 
Drop    him.— You'll    say    his    lordship's  not  at 
home. 

Wil.  So  please  your  lordship,  I  forgot  to  say, 
One  Richard  Cricket  likewise  is  below. 

Tin.   Who  ?     Richard  Cricket !    You  must  see 

him,  Bochdale ! 

A  noble  little  fellow !    A  great  man,  sir ! 
Not  knowing  whom,  you  would  be  nobody ! 
I  won  five  thousand  pounds  by  him  ! 

Eoc.  Who  is  he  ? 
I  never  heard  of  him. 

Tin.  What !  never  heard 


Of  Richard  Cricket !  never  heard  of  him  ! 
Whv,  he's  the  jockey  of  Newmarket ;  you 
May  win  a  cup  by  him,  or  else  a  sweepstakes. 
I  bade  him  call  upon  you.    You  must  see  him. 
His  lordship  is  at  home  to  Richard  Cricket. 

Eoc.  Bid  hiui  wait  in  the  ante-room. 

[Exit  Williams,  L. 

Tin.  The  ante-room ! 

The  best  room  in  your  house  !    You  do  not  know 
The  use  of  Richard  Cricket !    Show  him,  sir,   v 
Into  the  drawing-room.    Your  lordship  needs  |\       « 
Must  keep  a  racing  stud,  and  you'll  do  well 
To  make  a  friend  of  Richard  Cricket. 

Ee-enter  WILLIAMS,  with  a  petition,  L. 

Well,  sir, 

What's  that  ? 

Wil.  So  please  your  lordship,  a  petition. 
Tin.   Hadst  got  a  service  'mongst  the  Hotten- 
tots 

Ere  thou  cam'st  hither,  friend?     Present  thy 
lord 

With  a  petition  !    At  mechanics'  doors, 

At   tradesmen's,  shopkeepers',  and  merchants' 
only, 

Have  such   things  leave  to  knock  !    Make  thy 
lord's  gate 

A  wicket  to  a  workhouse !    Let  us  see  it — 

Subscriptions  to  a  book  of  poetry ! 

Cornelius  Tense  A.  M. 

Which   means  he  construes   Greek  and   Latin, 
works 

Problems  in  mathematics,  can  chop  logic, 

And  is  a  conjuror  in  philosophy, 

Both  natural  and  moral. — Pshaw !  a  man 

Whom  nobody,  that  is  anybody,  knows. 

Who,  think  you,  follows  him  ?    Why  an  M.  D., 

An  F.R.S.,  an  F.A.S.,  and  then 

A  D.D.,  Doctor  of  Divinity, 

Ushering  in  an  LL.D.,  which  means 

Doctor  of  Laws — their  harmony,  no  doubt, 

The  difference  of  their  trades !    There's  nothing 
here 

But  languages,  and  sciences,  and  arts, 

Not  an  iota  of  nobility. 

We    cannot    give   our  names.     Take  back  the 

And  tell  the  bea'rer  there's  no  answer  for  him  :— 
That  is  the  lordly  way  of  saying  "  No." 
But,  talking  of  subscriptions,  here  is  one 
To  which  your  lordship  may  affix  your  name. 

Eoc.  Pray,  who's  the  object  ? 

Tin.  A  most  worthy  man ! 
A  man  of  singular  deserts ;  a  man 
In  serving  whom  your  lordship  will  serve  me, — 
Signor  Cantata. 

Eoc.  He's  a  friend  of  yours  ? 

•Tin.    O,  no,  I  know  him  not.    I've  not  that 

pleasure. 

But  Lady  Dangle  knows  him ;  she's  his  friend. 
He  will  oblige  us  with  a  set  of  concerts, 
Six  concerts  to  the  set.— The  set  three  guineas. 
Your  lordship  will  subscribe  ? 

Eoc.  O,  by  all  means. 

Tin.    How    many    sets  of  tickets?     Two  at 

least. 

You'll  like  to  take  a  friend  ?    I'll  set  you  down 
Six  guineas  to  Signor  Cantata's  concerts. 
And  now,    my  lord,    we'll  to  him, — then  we'll 
walk. 

Eoc.  Nay,  I  would  wait  the  lady's  answer. 
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Tin.   Wait !  take  an  excursion  to  the  country ; 

let 
Her  answer  wait  for  you. 

Roc.  Indeed! 

Tin.  Indeed! 

Befits  a  lord  nought  like  indifference. 
Say  an  estate  should  fall  to  you,  you'd  take  it, 
As  it  concerned  more  a  stander  by 
Than  you.    As  you're  a  lord,  be  sure  you  ever 
Of  that  make  little,  other  men  make  much  of  ; 
Nor  do  the  thing  they  do,  but  the  right  contrary. 
Where  the  distinction  else  'twixt  them  and  you  ? 

[Exeunt,  L. 

SCENE  H.— An  Apartment  in  Master  Heartwell's 
House. 

MASTER  WALTER   discovered   looking  through 
title-deeds  and  papers. 

Wai.  (R.  c.)  So  falls  out  everything  as  I  would 

have  it. 

Exact  in  place  and  time.    This  lord's  advances 
Receives  she, — as,  I  augur,  in  the  spleen 
Of  wounded  pride  she  will,— my  course  is  clear, 
She  comes — all's  well — the  tempest  rages  still, 

Enter  JULIA,  i. — She  paces  the  room  in  a  state  of 
high  excitement. 

Julia.  What  have  my  eyes  to  do  with  water? 
Fire  becomes  them  better ! 

Wai.  True. 

Julia.  Yet,  must  I  weep 
To  be  so  monitor'd,  and  by  a  man  ! 
A  man  that  was  my  slave !  whom  I  have  seen 
Kneel  at  my  feet  from  morn  till  noon,  content 
With  leave  to  only  gaze  upon  my  face, 
And  tell  me  what  he  read  there, — till  the  page 
I  knew  by  heart,  I  'gan  to  doubt  I  knew, 
Emblazon'd  by  the  comment  of  his  tongue ! 
And  he  to  lesson  me  !    Let  him  come  here 
On  Monday  week !    He  ne'er  leads  me  to  church ! 
I  would  not  profit  by  his  rank,  or  wealth, 
Though  kings  might  call  him  cousin,  for  their 

sake ! 
I'll  show  him  I  have  pride  ! 

Wai.  You're  very  right  ! 

Julia.  He  would  have  had  to-day  our  wedding 


I  fix'd  a  month  from  this.    He  pray 'd  and  pray'd ; 
I  dropp'd  a  week.    He  pray'd  and  pray'd  the 

more! 

I  dropp'd  a  second  one.     Still  more  he  pray'd  ! 
And  I  look  off  another  week,— and  now 
I  have  his  leave  to  wed,  or  not  to  wed ! 
He'll  see  that  I  have  pride  ! 

Wai.  And  so  he  ought. 

Julia.  O!   for  some  way  to  bring  him  to  my 

foot ! 

But  he  should  lie  there !    Why,  'twill  go  abroad 
That  he  cast  me  off.    That  there  should  live 
The  man  could  say  so !    Or  that  I  should  live 
To  be  the  leavings  of  a  man  ! 

Wai.  Thy  case 
I  own  a  hard  one. 

Julia.  Hard !    'Twill  drive  me  mad  ! 
His  wealth  and  title !     I  refused  a  lord— 
I  did !  that  privily  implored  my  hand, 
And  never  cared  to  tell  him  on't !    So  much 
I  hate  him  now,  that  lord  should  not  in  vain 
Implore  my  hand  again ! 

Wai.  You'd  give  it  him  ? 

Julia.  I  would. 


Wai.  You'd  wed  that  my  lord  ? 

Julia.  That  lord  I'd  wed  ;— 
Or  any  other  lord, — only  to  show  him 
That  I  could  wed  above  him ! 

Wai.  Give  me  your  hand 
And  word  to  that. 

Julia.  There!    Take  my  hand  and  word ! 

Wai.  That  lord  hath  offered  you  his  hand  again. 

Julia.  He  has  ? 

Wai.  Your  father  knows  it:  he  approves  of  him. 
There  are  the  title-deeds  of  the  estates, 
Sent  for  my  jealous  scrutiny.    All  sound, — 
No  flaw,  or  speck,  that  e'en  the  lynx-eyed  law 
Itself  could  find.    A  lord  of  many  lands ! 
In  Berkshire  half  a  county ;  and  the  same 
In  Wiltshire,  and  in  Lancashire !     Across 
The  Irish  Sea  a  principality ! 
And  not  a  rood  with  bond  or  lien  on  it ! 
Wilt  give  that  lord  a  wife !    Wilt  make  thyself 
A  countess  ?    Here's  the  proffer  of  his  hand. 
Write  thou  content,  and  wear  a  coronet ! 

Julia.  (R.  c.)  (Eagerly.)    Give  me  the  paper. 

Wai.  (x.)  There!    Here's  pen  and  ink. 
Sit  down.    Why  do  you  pause  ?    A  nourish  of 
The  pen,  and  you're  a  countess. 

Julia.  My  poor  brain 
Whirls  round  and  round !     I  would  not  wed  tim 

now, 

Were  he  more  lowly  at  my  feet  to  sue 
Than  e'er  he  did. 

Wai.  Wed  whom  ? 

Julia.  Sir  Thomas  Clifford. 

Wai.  You're  right. 

Julia.  His  wealth  and  rank  are  reots  to  doubt ; 
And  while  they  lasted,  still   the   weed  would 

grow, 
Howe'er  you  plucked  it.     No!     That's   o'er— 

That's  done. 
Was  never  lady  wronged  so  foul  as  I ! 

(Weeps.) 

Wol.  Thou'rt  to  be  pitied. 

Julia.  (Aroused.)    Pitied!    Not  so  bad 
As  that. 

Wai.  Indeed  thou  art,  to  love  the  man 
That  spurns  thee. 

Julia.  Love  him !    Love !    If  hate  could  find 
A  word  more  harsh  than  its  own  name.  I'd  take 

it, 
To  speak  the  love  I  bear  him. 

(Weeps.) 

Wai.  Write  thy  own  name, 
And  show  him  how  near  akin  thy  hate's  to  kate. 

Julia.  (Writes.)  'Tisdone! 

Wai.  'Tis  well !    I'll  come  to  you  anon ! 

[Ex-it,  i,. 

Julia.  I'm  glad  'tis  done!    I'm  very  glad 'tis 

done! 

I've  done  the  thing  I  ought.  Prom  my  disgrace 
This  lord  shall  lift  me  'bove  the  reach  of  scorn — 
That  idly  wags  his  tongue,  where  wealth  and 

state 

Need  only  beckon  to  have  crowds  to  laud ! 
Then  how  the  tables   change!     The   hand  he 

spurn'd 

His  betters  take !    Let  me  remember  that ! 
I'll  grace  my  rank !    I  wiU !    I'll  carry  it 
As  I  was  born  to  it !    I  warrant  none 
Shall  say  it  fits  me  not :— but,  one  and  all, 
Confess  I  wear  it  bravely,  as  I  ought! 
And  he  shall  hear  it !  ay !  and  he  shall  see  it! 
I  will  roll  by  him  in  an  equipage 
Would  mortgage  his  estate— but  he  shall  own 
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His  slight  of  me  was  my  advancement !    Love 

me! 

He  never  lov'd  me  !  if  he  had,  he  ne'er 
Had  given  me  up !     Love's  not  a  spider's  web 
But  fit  to  mesh  a  fly — that  you  can  break 
By  only  blowing  on't !     He  never  loved  me  ! 
He  knows  not  what  love  is— or,  if  he  does, 
He  has  not  been  o'er  chary  of  his  peace ! 
And  that  he'll  find  when  I'm  another's  wife, 
Lost ! — lost  to  him  for  ever !     Tears  again ! 
Why  should  I  weep  for  him  ?    Who  makes  their 

woes 
Deserve  them !  what  have  I  to  do  with  tears  ? 

Enter  HELEN,  L. 

Helen,  News,  Julia,  news ! 

Julia.  What !  is't  about  Sir  Thomas  ? 

Helen.  Sir  Thomas,  say  you?    He's  no  more 

Sir  Thomas ! 

That  oousiu  lives,  as  heir  to  whom,  his  wealth 
And  title  came  to  him. 

Julia.  Was  he  not  dead  ? 

Helen.  No  more  than  I  am  dead. 

Julia.  I  would  'twere  not  so. 

Helen.  What  say  you,  Julia  ? 

Jul id.  Nothing  ! 

Helen.  I  could  kiss 
That  cousin !  couldn't  you,  Julia  ? 

Julia.  Wherefore? 

Helen.  Why 

For  coming  back  to  life  again,  as  'twere 
Upon  his  cousin  to  revenge  you. 

Jtt'ia.  Helen! 

Helen.  Indeed,  'tis  true.    With  what  a  sorry 

grace 

The  gentleman  will  hear  himself  without 
His  title  !    Master  Clifford !     Have  you  not 
Some  token  to  return  him  ?    Some  love-letter  ? 
Some  brooch  ?    Some  pin  ?    Some  anything  ?  I'll 

be 

Your  messenger,  for  nothing  hut  the  pleasure 
Of  calling  him  plain  "  MasterOlifford." 

Julia.  Helen ! 

Helen.  Or  has  he  aught  of  thine?    Write  to 

him,  Julia, 

Demanding  it !    Do,  Julia,  if  you  love  me  ; 
And  I'll  direct  it  in  a  schoolboy's  hand, 
As  round  as  I  can  write,  "  To  Master  Clifford." 

Julia.  Helen ! 

Helen.  I'll  think  of  fifty  thousand  ways 
To  mortify  him  !    I've  a  twentieth  cousin, 
A  care-for-nought  at  mischief.    Him  I'll  set, 
With  twenty  other  madcaps  like  himself, 
To  walk  the  streets  the  traitor  most  frequents, 
And  give  him  salutation  as  he  passes — 
"  How  do  you,  Master  Clifford  ?" 

Julia.  ( Highly  incensed. )  Helen  I 

Helen.  Bless  me! 

J»Ha.  I  hate  you,  Helen  ! 

Enter  MODUS,  L. 

Modus.  Joy  for  you,  fair  lady  ! 
Our  baronet  is  now  plain  gentleman, 
And  hardly  that,  not  master  of  the  means 
To  bear  himself  as  such  !  The  kinsman  lives 
Whose  only  rumour'd  death  gave  wealth  to  him, 
And  title.    A  hard  creditor  he  proves, 
Who  keeps  strict  reckoning— will  have  interest, 
As  well  as  principal.     A  rnin'd  man 
Is  now  Sir  Thomas  Clifford. 

Helen,  (c.)  I'm  glad  on't. 

Modus.  And  so  am  I.    A  scurvy  trick  it  was 


He  served  you,  madam.     Use  a  lady  so  ! 
I  merely  bore  with  him.    I  never  liked  him. 

Helen.  No  more  did  I.    No,  never  could  I  think 
He  look'd  his  title. 

Modus.  No,  nor  acted  it. 
If  rightly  they  report,  he  ne'er  disbursed 
To  entertain  his  friends,  'tis  broadly  said, 
A  hundred  pounds  in  the  year.    He  was  most 

poor 

In  the  appointments  of  a  man  of  rank, 
Possessing  wealth  like  hie.    His  horses,  hacks ! 
His  gentleman,  a  footman  !  and  his  footman, 
A  groom  !     The  sports  that  men  of  quality 
And  spirit  countenance,  he  kept  aloof  from, 
From  scruple  of  economy,  not  taste, — 
As  racing  and  the  like.     In  brief,  he  lack'd 
Those  shining  points  that,  more  than  name,  de- 
note 

High  breeding  :  and,  moreover,  was  a  man 
Of  very  shallow  learning. 

Julia.  Silence,  sir ! 
For  shame ! 
Helen.  Why  Julia ! 
Julia.  Speak  not  to  me !    Poor ! 
Most  poor !     I  tell  you,  sir,  he  was  the  making 
Of  fifty  gentlemen — each  one  of  whom 
Was  more  than  peer  for  thee  !     His  title,  sir, 
Lent  him  no  grace  he  did  not  pay  it  back ! 
Though  it  had  been  the  highest  of  the  high 
He  would  have  look't  it,  felt  it,  acted  it, 
As  thou  could' st  ne'er  have  done!    When  found 

yon  out 

You  liked  him  not  ?  It  was  not  ere  to-day  ! 
Or  that  base  spirit  I  must  reckon  your's  — 
Which  smiles  where  it  would  scowl — can  stoop  to 

hate 

And  fear  to  show  it !    He  was  your  better,  sir, 
And  is  ! — Ay,  is !    though  stripped  of  rank   and 

wealth, 

His  nature's  'bove  or  fortune's  love  or  spite, 
To  blazon  it  or  to  blur  it !  (Retires,  E.) 

Modus.  (To  Helen.)  I  was  told 
Much  to  disparage  him— I  know  not  wherefore. 
Helen.    And  so  was  I,  and  know  as  much  the 
cause. 

Ee-cnter  MASTER  WALTER,  with  parchments,  L. 

Wai.  Joy,  my  Julia  ! 

Impatient  love  has  foresight  !     Lo  you  here 
The  marriage  deeds  fill'd  up,  except  a  blank 
To  write  your  jointure.     What  you  will,  my  girl ! 
Is  this  a  lover  r    Look  !    Three  thousand  pounds 
Per  annum  for  your  private  charges !     Ha ! 
There's  pin  money  !    Is  this  a  lover  ?    Mark 
What  acres,  forests,  tenements,  are  tax'd 
For  your  revenue  ;  and  so  set  apart, 
That  finger  cannot  touch  them,  save  thine  own. 
Is  this  a  lover  ?    What  good  fortune's  thine  ! 
Thou  dost  not  speak:  but  'tis  the  way  with  joy ! 
With  richest  heart,  it  has  the  poorest  tongue  ! 

Modus.     What  great  good  fortune's  this  youi 
speak  of,  sir  ? 

Wol.  A  coronet  Master  Modus  !    You  behold 
The  wife  elect,  sir,  of  no  less  a  man 
Than  the  new  Earl  of  Rochdale — heir  of  him 
That's  recently  deceise^. 

Helen.  My  dearest  Julia ! 
Much  joy  to  you  ! 

Modus.  All  good  attend  you,  madam  ! 

Wai.  This  letter  brings  excuses  from  his  lord* 

ship, 
Whose  absence  it  accounts  for.    He  repairs 
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To  his  estate  in  Lancashire,  and  thitlier 
We  follow. 

Julia.  When,  sir  ? 

Wai.  Now.    This  very  hour. 

Julia.   This  very  hour !     Oh  cruel,  fatal  haste  ! 

>Fal    •'  Oh  cruel,  fatal  haste  !"     What  meanest 

thou  ? 

Have  I  done  wrong  to  do  thy  bidding,  then  ? 
I  have  dune  no  more.    Thou  wast  an  off-cast 

And  woulds't  be  an  affianced  one— theu  art  so  ! 
Thou'dst  have  the  slight  that  inark'd  thee  out 

for  scorn, 

Converted  to  a  means  of  gracing  thee — 
It  is  so  !    If  our  wishes  come  too  soon, 
What  can  make  sure  of  welcome  ?    In  my  zeal 
To  win  thee  thine,  thou  know'st,  at  any  time, 
I'd  play  the  staed,  whose  will  to  serve  his  lord, 
With  his  last  breath  gives  his  last  bound  for  him. ! 
Since  only  noon  have^I  despatch' d  what  well 
Had  kept  a  brace  of  clerks,  and  more,  on  foot, — 
And  then,  perhaps,  had  been  to  do  again  !— 
Not  finish' d,  sure,  complete — the  compact  firm, 
As  fate  itself  had  sealed  it ! 

Julia,  Give  you  thanks  ! 
Though  'twere  my  death!  my  death! 

Wai.  Thy  death  !  Indeed, 
Tor  happiness  like  this,  one  well  might  die ! 
Take  thy  lord's  letter ! 

Enter  THOMAS,  with  a  letter,  L. 

Well? 

Tno.  This  letter,  sir, 

The  gentleman  that  served  Sir  Thomas  Clifford— 
Or  him  that  was  Sir  Thomas— gave  to  me 
For  Mistress  Julia. 
Julia.  (Throwing  away  the  one  she  holds.)  Give  it 

Wai.  (Snatching  it.)  For  what? 
Would' st  read  it  ?      He's  a  bankrupt !  stripp'd  of 

title, 
House,  chattels,  lands  and  all !     A  naked  bank- 

With  neither  purse,  nor  trust !     Would'st  read 

his  letter? 

A  beggar  !    Yea,  a  beggar  !  fasts,  unless 
He  d:n«<s  on  alms  !    How  durst  he  send  a  letter ! 
A  fellow  cut  on  this  hand,  and  on  that ; 
Hows  and  is  cut  again,  and  bows  again  ! 
Who  pays  you  fi'ty  smiles  for  half  a  one,— 
And  that  (riven  uradginyly  !     To  you  a  letter  ! 
I  burst  with,  choler  !    Thus  1  treat  his  letter ! 

(Tears  and  throws  it  on  the  ground.) 
So !  I  was  wrong  to  let  him  ruffle  me  ; 
He  is  not  worth  the  spending  anger  on  ! 
I  prithee,  Master  Modus,  use  despatch, 
And  presently  make  ready  for  our  ride. 
You,  Helen,  to  my  Julia  look— a  change 
Of  dresses  will  suffice.     She  must  have  new  ones, 
Matches  for  her  new  state !      Haste,  friends.    My 

Julia ! 

Why  stand  you  poring  there  upon  the  ground  ? 
Time  flies.     Your  rise  astounds  you  ?      Never 

heed — 
You'll  play  my  lady  countess  like  a  queen  ! 

[Exeunt,  L. 

END   OF   ACT  III. 


ACT   IV. 
SCENE  I.— A  Room  in  the  Earl  of  Rochdale's. 

Enter  HELEN,  L. 

Helen.  I'm   weary   wandering   from   room   fco 

room ; 

A  castle  after  all  is  but  a  house — 
The  dullest  one  when  lacking  company. 
Were  I  at  home  I  could  be  company 
Unto  myself.     I  see  not  Master  Walter. 
He's  ever  with  his  ward.    I  see  not  her. 
By  Master  Walter  will  she  abide,  alone. 
My  father  stops  in  town.    I  can't  see  him. 
My  cousin  makes  his  books  his  company. 
I'll  go  to  bed  and  sleep.    No— I'll  stay  up 
And  plague  my  cousin  into  making  love  ! 
For,  that  he  loves  me,  shrewdly  I  suspect. 
How  dull  he  is  that  hath  not  sense  to  see 
What  lies  before  him,  and  he'd  like  to  find. 
I'll  change  my  treatment  of  him.     Cross  him, 

Before  I  used  to  humour  him.    (Looking  off,  L.) 

He  comes, 
Poring  upon  a  book. 

Enter  MODUS,  with  a  small  look,  L. 

What's  that  you  read  ? 
Modus.  Latin,  sweet  cousin. 
Helen.  'Tis  a  naughty  tongue, 
I  fear,  and  teaches  men  to  lie. 
Modus.  To  lie ! 
Helen.  You  study  it.     You  call   your  cousin 

sweet, 

And  treat  her  as  you  would  a  crab.    As  sour 
'Twould  soern  you  think  her,  so  you  covet  her ! 
Why  how  the  monster  stares,  and  looks  about ! 
You  construe  Latin,  and  can't  construe  that. 
Modus.  I  never  studied  women. 
Helen.  No  !  nor  men. 
Else  would  you  better  know  their  ways:    nor 

read 
In  presence  of  a  lady. 

(Strikes  the  look  from  his  hand.) 
Modus.  Right  you  say, 

And  well  you  served  me,  cousin,  so  to  strike, 
The  volume  from  my  hand.    I  own  my  fault ; 
So  please  you,— may  I  pick  it  up  again  ? 
I'll  put  it  in  my  pocket ! 

Helen.  Pick  it  up. 

(Aside.)  He  fears  me  as  I  were  his  grandmother. 
(Aloud)  What  is  the  book  ? 
Modus.  'Tis  Ovid's  Art  of  Love. 
Helen.  That  Ovid  was  a  fool ! 
Modus.  In  what? 
Helen.  In  that. 

To  call  that  thing  an  art,  which  art  is  none. 
Modus.  And  is  not  love  an  art  ? 
Helen.  Are  you  a  fool, 
As  well  as  Ovid  ?    Love  an  art !    No  art 
But  taketh  time  and  pains  to  learn.    Love  comes 
With  neither.    Is't  to  hoard  such  grain  as  that, 
You  went  to  college  ?    Better  stay  at  home, 
And  study  homely  English. 

Modus.  Nay,  you  know  not 
The  argument. 

Helen.  I  don't  ?    I  know  it  better 
Than  ever  Ovid  did  !    The  face,— the  form,— 
The  heart, — the  mind  we  fancy,  cousin  ;  that's 
The  argument !    Why,  cousin,  you  kuow  nothing*. 
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Suppose  a  lady  were  in  love  with  thee, 
Couldst  thou  by  Ovid,  cousin,  find  it  out  ? 
Couldst  find  it  out,  wast  thou  in  love  thyself  ? 
Could  Ovid,  cousin,  teach  thee  to  make  love  ? 
I  could,  that  never  read  him.    You  begin 
With  melancholy ;  then  to  sadness  ;  then 
To  sickness ;  then  to  dying — but  not  die ! 
She  would  not  let  thee,  were  she  of  my  mind ; 
She'd  take  compassion  on  thee.    Then  for  hope ; 
From  hope  to  confidence  ;  from  confidence 
To  boldness :— then  you'd  speak ;  at  first  entreat ; 
Then  urge ;   then  flout ;   then  argue ;  then  en- 
force ; 

Make  prisoner  of  her  hand ;  besiege  her  waist ; 
Threaten  her  lips  with  storming ;  keep  thy  word 
And  carry  her !    My  sampler  'gainst  thy  Ovid ! 
Why,  cousin,  are  you  frightened,  that  you  stand 
As  you  were  stricken  dumb  ?    The  case  is  clear, 
You  are  no  soldier.    You'll  ne'er  win  a  battle. 
You  care  too  much  for  blows  ! 

Modus.  You  wrong  me  there. 
At  school  I  was  the  champion  of  my  form, 
And  since  I  went  to  college — 

Helen.  That  for  college ! 

Modus.  Nay,  hear  me ! 

Helen.  Well  ?    What,  since  you  went  to  college  ? 
You  know  what  men  are  set  down  for,  who  boast 
Of  their  own  bravery.    Go  on,  brave  cousin. 
What,  since  you  went  to  college  ?    Was  there  not 
One  Quintin  Hal  worth  there  ?     You  know  there 


And  that  he  was  your  master ! 

Modus.  He  my  master  ! 
Thrice  was  he  worsted  by  me. 

Helen.  Still  was  he 
Your  master. 

Modus.  He  allow'd  I  had  the  best ! 
Allow'd  it,  mark  me  !  not  to  me  alone, 
But  twenty  I  could  name. 

Helen.  And  master'd  you 
At  last !    Confess  it,  cousin,  'tis  the  truth. 
A  proctor's  daughter  you  did  both  affect — 
Look  at  me  and  deny  it !    Of  the  twain 
She  more  affected  you ;  I've  caught  you  now, 
Bold  cousin  !    Mark  you  ?  opportunity 
On  opportunity  she  gave  you,  sir, — 
Deny  it  if  you  can  !— but  though  to  others, 
When  you  discoursed  of  her,  you  were  a  flame ; 
To  her  you  were  a  wick  that  would  not  light, 
Though  held  in  the  very  fire  !    And  so  he  won 

her — 

Won  her,  because  he  woo'd  her  like  a  man. 
For  all  your  cufljngs,  cuffing  you  again 
With  most  usurious  interest.    Now,  sir, 
Protest  that  you  are  valiant! 

Modus.  Cousin  Helen  ! 

Helen.  Well,  sir  ? 

Modus.  The  tale  is  all  a  forgery ! 

Helen.  A  forgery ! 

Modus.  From  first  to  last;  ne'er  spoke  I 
To  a  proctor's  daughter  while  I  was  at  college — 

Helen.    'Twas   a    scrivener's    then,   or    some- 
body's. 
But  what  concerns  it  whose  ?    Enough,  you  loved 

her! 
And,  shame  upon  you,  let  another  take  her ! 

Modus.   Cousin,  I  tell  you,  if  you'll  only  hear 

me. 

I  loved  no  woman  while  I  was  at  college — 
Save  one,  and  her  I  fancied  ere  I  went  there. 
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Comes  he  not  on !    O  what  a  stock's  the  man  P 
(Aloud.)    Well,  cousin? 
Modus.  Well!     What  more  would' st  have  me 

say? 

I  think  I've  said  enough. 
Helen.  And  so  think  I. 
I  did  but  jest  with  jou.    You  are  not  angry  ? 
Shake  hands  !    Why,  cousin,  do  you  squeeze  me 

so? 
Modus.  (Letting  her  go.)  I  swear  I  squeezed  you 

not! 

Helen.  You  did  not? 
Modus.  No. 
I'll  die  if  I  did  ! 

Helen.  Why  then  did  you  not,  cousin  ? 
So  let's  shake  hands  again.  (He  takes  her  hand  as 

before).    O  go  and  now 
Read  Ovid  !    Will  you  tell  me  one  thing. 
Wore  lovers  ruffs  in  Master  Ovid's  time  ? 
Behoved  him  teach  them,  then,  to  put  them  on ; — 
And  that  you  have  to  learn.    Hold  up  your  head  ! 
Why,  cousin,  how  you  blush.      Plague  on  the 

ruff! 

I  cannot  give't  a  set.    You're  blushing  still ! 
Why  do   you  blush,  dear  cousin  ?     So  ! — 'twill 

beat  me ! 
I'll  give  it  up. 

Modus.  Nay,  prithee  don't— try  on ! 
Helen.  And  if  I  do,  I  fear  you'll  think  me  bold. 
Modus.  For  what? 

Helen.  To  trust  my  face  so  near  to  thine. 
Modus.  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 
Helen.  I'm  glad  you  don't ! 
Cousin,  I  own  right  well  behaved  you  are, 
Most     marvellously     well     behaved !      They've 

bred 

You  well  at  college.    With  another  man 
My  lips  would  be  in  danger !    Hang  the  ruff ! 
Modus.  Nay,  give  it  up,  nor  plague  thy  self,  dear 

cousin. 
Helen.    Dear  fool!          (Throws  the  ruff  on  the 

ground. ) 

I  swear  the  ruff  is  good  for  just 
As  little  as  it's  master !    There  !— 'Tis  spoil'd— 
You'll  have  to  get  another.    Hie  for  it. 
And  wear  it  in  the  fashion  of  a  wisp, 
Ere  I  adjust  it  for  thee !    Farewell,  cousin  ! 
You'll  need  to  study  Ovid's  Art  of  Love ! 

[Exit,  R. 
Modus.  Went    she  in  anger  ?      I    will    follow 

her,— 

No,  I  will  not !    Heigho  !    I  love  my  cousin  ! 
O  would  that  she  loved  me  !    Why  did  she  taunt 


Helen.   Indeed  !     (Aside.) 
he's  advancing. 


Now  I'll  retreat,  if 


With  backwardness  in  love  ?     What  could  she 

mean  ? 

Sees  she  I  love  her,  and  so  laughs  at  me 
Because  I  lack  the  front  to  woo  her  ?    Nay, 
I'll  woo  her  then  !    Her  lips  shall  be  in  danger, 
When  next    she  trusts  them  near  me!    Look'd 

she  at  me 
To-day,  as  never  did  she  look  before  ! 
A  bold  heart,  Master  Modus !     'Tis  a  saying, 
A  faint  one  never  won  fair  lady  yet ! 
['11  woo  my  cousin,  come  what  will  on't !    Yes : 

(Begins  reading   again,  and  throws 
down  the  book). 


Hang  Ovid's  Art  of  Love  ! 


I'll  woo  my  cousin  ! 
[Exit,  i 
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SCENE  II.— The  Banqueting  Room  in  the  Earl  cr 
Rochdale's  Mansion  —  aw  arch,  c. — table  am 
chairs,  R.  . 

Enter  MASTER  WALTER  and  JULIA,  c. 
Wai.  (L.  c.)  This  is  the  banqueting  room.  Thou 

see'sc  as  far 

It  leaves  the  last  behind,  as  that  excels 
The  former  ones.    All  is  proportion  here 
And  harmony  !     Observe  the  massy  pillars 
May  well  look  proud  to  bear  the  gilded  dome. 
You  mark  those  full-length  portraits  ?     They're 

the  heads, 

The  stately  heads,  of  his  ancestral  line. 
Here  o'er  the  feast  they  aptly  still  preside ! 
Mark  those  medallions  !    Stand  they  forth  or  not 
In  bold  and  fair  relief  ?    Is  not  this  brave  ? 
Julia.  (Abstractedly.)    It  is. 
Wai.  It  should  be  so.    To  cheer  the  blood 
That  flows  in  noble  veins  is  made  the  feast 
That  gladdens  here !    You  see  this  drapery  ? 
'Tis  richest  velvet !    Fringe  and  tassels,  gold  ! 
Is  not  this  costly  ? 
Julia.  Yes.      ' 

Wai.  And  chaste,  the  while  ? 
Both  chaste  and  costly  ? 
Julia.  Yes. 
Wai.  Come  hither !    There's  a  mirror  for  you. 

See! 

One  sheet  from  floor  to  ceiling !    Look  into  it, 
Salute  its  mistress !    Dost  not  know  her  ? 
Julia.  (Signing  deeply.)    Yes! 
Wai.  And  sighest  then  to  know  her  ?     Wait 

until 

To-morrow,  when  the  banquet  shall  be  spread 
In  the  fair  hall ;  the  guests,  already  bid, 
Around  it ;  here,  her  lord  ;  and  there,  herself ; 
Presiding  o'er  the  cheer  that  hails  "him  bride- 
groom, 

And  her  the  happy  bride  !    Dost  hear  me  ? 
Julia.  (Signing  still  more  deeply.)  Yes. 
Wai.  These    are  the  day  rooms  only  we  have 

seen, 

For  public  and  domestic  uses  kept. 
I'll  show  you  now  the  lodging  rooms. 

(Goes    L. — then  turns  and   observes 
Julia  standing  perfectly  abstracted.) 
You're  tired. 

Let  it  be  till  alter  dinner  then.    Yet  one 
I'd  like  thee  much  to  see — the  bridal  chamber. 

(Julia  starts,  crosses  her  hands  upon 

her  breast,  and  looks  upwards. ) 
I  see  you're  tired  :  yet  it  is  worth  the  viewing, 
If  only  for  the  tapestry  which  shows 
The  needle  like  the  pencil  glows  with  life ; 

(Brings  down  chairs — they  sit.) 
The  story's  of  a  page  who  loved  a  dame 
He  served — a  princess ! — Love's  a  heedless  thing  ! 
That  never  takes  account  of  obstacles  ; 
Makes  plains  of  mountains,  rivulets  of  seas, 
That  part  it  from  its  wish.    So  proved  the  page, 
Who  from  a  state  so  lowly  looked  so  high,— 
But  love's  a  greater  lackwit  still  than  this. 
Say  it  aspires*— that's  gain !    Love  stoops— that's 

lose! 
You  know  what  comes.    The  princess  loved  the 

Shall  I  go  on,  or  here  leave  off  ? 

Julia.  Go  on. 

Wai.  Each  side  of  the  chamber  shows  a  different 

stage 
Of  this  fond  page,  and  fonder  lady's  love. 


[%*  I)i  representation,  the  passages  following, 
marked  with  single  inverted  commas,  are 
omitted. 

'  First— no,  it  is  not  that. 
'  Julia.  0,  recollect ! 
•Vol.  And  yet  it  is! 
'  Julia.  No  doubt  it  is.    What  is't  ? 
'  Wai.  He  holds  to  her  a  salver,  with  a  cup  : 
'  His  cheek  more  mantling  with  his  passion,  than 
'  The  cup  with  ruby  wine.    She  heeds  him  not, 
'  For  too  great  heed  of  him : — but  seams  to  hold 
'  Debate  betwixt  her  passion  and  her  pride, 
'  That's  like  to  lose  the  day.    You  read  it  in 
'  Her  vacant  eye,  knit  brow,  and  parted  lips, 
'  Which  speak  a  heart  too  busy  all  within 
'To  note  what's  done  without.     Like  you  the 

tale? 

'  Julia.  I  list  to  every  word. 
'  Wai.  The  next  side  paints 
'  The  page  upon  his  knee.    He  has  told  his  tale ; 
'And   found  that,  when  he  lost  his  heart,  he 

play'd 

No  losing  game ;  but  won  a  richer  one ! 
There  may  you  read  in  him,  how  love  would 


Most  humble  when  most    bold,— you  question 

which 

'  Appears  to  kiss  her  hand— his  breath,  or  lips ! 
'  In  her  you  read  how  wholly  lost  is  she 
•  Who  trusts  her  heart  to  love.    Shall  I  give  o'er  ? 
'  Julio.  Nay,  tell  it  to  the  end.    la't  melan- 
choly ? 

'  Wai.  To  answer  that,  would  mar  the  story. 
'Julia.  Right. 

'  Wai.  The  third  side  now  we  come  to. 
'  Julia.  What  shows  that  ? 
'  TTal.  The  page  and  princess  still.    But  stands 

her  sire 
Between  them.    Stern  he  grasps  his  daughter's 

arm, 
Whose  eyes  like  fountains  play ;  while  through 

her  tears 
Her    passion  shines,  as  through  the  fountain 

drops, 

The  sun  !    His  minions  crowd  around  the  page  ! 
They  drag  him  to  a  dungeon. 
'Julia.  Hapless  youth ! 
'  Wai.  Hapless  indeed,  that's  twice  a  captive  I 

heart 

And  body  both  in  bonds.    But  that's  the  chain, 
Which   balance  cannot  weigh,  rule    measure, 

touch 

Define  the  texture  of,  or  eye  detect, 
That's  forged  by  the  subtle  craft  of  love  ! 
No  need  to  tell  you  that  he  wears  it.    Such 
The  cunning  of  the  hand  that  plied  the  loom, 
You've  but  to  mark  the  straining  of  his  eye, 
To  feel  the  coil  yourself ! 
'  Julio.  I  feel't  without ! 
You've  finish' d  with  the  third  side;  now  the 

fourth ! 

'  Wai.-  It  brings  us  to  a  dungeon,  then. 
'Julia.  The  page, 
The  thrall  of  love,  more  than  the  dungeon's 

thrall, 
Is  there  ? 

«  Wai.  He  is.    He  lies  in  fetters. 
'Julia.  Hard!— 

'Hard  as  the  steel  the  hands  that  put  them  on.' 
[%*  The  scene  runs  thus -.—Master  Walter  con- 
tinues— 
The  first  side  shows  their  passion  in  the  dawn— 
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In  the  next  side  'tis  shining-  open  day— 

In  the  third  side  there's  a  clouding,— I  but  touch 

on  these 

To  make  a  long  tale  brief,  and  bring  thee  to 
The  last  side. 

Julia.  What  shows  that  ? 

Wai.  The  fate  of  love 

That  will  not  be  advised.— The  scene's  a  dungeon. 
It's  tenant  is  a  page — he  lies  in  fetters. 

Julia.  Hard! 
Hard  as  the  steel  the  hands  that  put  them  on ! 

Wai.  Some  one  unrivets  them ! 

Julia.  The  princess?    'Tia ! 

Wai-.  It  is  another  page. 

Julia.  It  is  herself  ! 

Wai.  Her  skin  is  fair  ;  and  his  is  berry-brown. 
His  locks  are  raven  black ;  and  hers  are  gold. 

Julia.    Love's  cunning  of  disguises !    spite  of 

locks, 

Skin,  vesture, — it  is  she,  and  only  she  ! 
What  will  not  constant  woman  do  for  love 
That's  loved  with  constancy  !     Set  her  the  task, 
Virtue  approving,  that  will  baffle  her ! 
O'ertax  her  stooping,  patience,  courage,  wit ! 
My  life  upon  it,  'tis  the  princess'  self, 
Transformed  into  a  page  ! 

Wai.  The  dungeon  door 
Stands  open,  and  you  see  beyond— 

Julia.  Her  father ! 

Fal.  No ;  a  steed. 

Julia.  (Starting  up.)  O,  welcome  steed, 
My  heart  bounds  at  the  thought  of  thee  !     Thou 

com'st 

To  bear  the  page  from  bonds  to  liberty. 
What  else  ? 

TFal.  (Rismg.)  The  story'stold. 

J«lia.  Too  briefly  told ; 

O  happy  princess,  that  had  wealth  and  etate 
To  lay  them  down  for  love  !     Whose  constant 

love 

Appearances  approved,  not  falsified  ! 
A  winner  in  thy  loss  as  well  as  gain. 

Wai.  Weighs  love  so  much  ? 

Julia.  What  wonld  you  we'gh  'gainst  love 
'That's  true  ?  'Tell  me  with  what  you'd  turn  the 

scale? 
Yea,   make  the   index    waver  ?      Wealth  ?      A 

feather  ! 

Rank  ?    Tinsel  against  bullion  in  the  balance  ! 
The  love  of  kindred  ?    That  to  set  'gainst  love ! 
friendship  comes  nearest  to't ;  but  put  it  in, 
Friendship  will  kick  the  beam !— weigh  nothing 

'gainst  it ! 

Weigh  love  'gainst  the  world ! 
Yet  are  they  happy  that  have  nought  to  say  to 

Wai.    And  such  a  one  art  thou.    Who  wisely 

wed, 

"Wed  happily.    The  love  thou  speak'st  of, 
A  flower  is  only,  that  its  season  has 
Which  they  must  look  to  see  the  withering  of, 
"Who  pleasure  in  its  budding  and  its  bloom  1 
But  wisdom  is  the  constant  evergreen 
Whieh  lives  the  whole  year  through  1    Be  that 
your  flower ! 

Enter  a  SERVANT,  c. 
Wen? 

Ser.  M/  lord's  secretary  is  without. 
He  brings  a  letter  for  her  ladyship, 
And  craves  admittance  to  her. 

Wai.  Show  him  in. 


Julia.  No! 

If  al.  Thou  must  see  him.    To  show  slight  to 

him, 

Were  slighting  him  that  sent  him.     Show  him 
in ! 

[Exit  Servant,  c. 

Some  errand  proper  for  thy  private  ear, 
Besides  the  letter  he  may  bring.    Wliat  mean 
This  paleness  and  this  trembling?    Mark  me, 

Julia ! 

If  from  these  nuptials,  which  thyself  invited— 
Which,  at  thy  seeking,  came — thou  would* st  bo 

freed, 

Thou  hast  gone  too  far!    *  Receding  were  dis- 
grace, 

'  Sooner  than  see  thee  suffer  which,  the  hearts 
'That  love  thee  most,  would  wish  thee  dead!' 

Reflect ! 

Take  thought !    Collect  thyself  !    With  dignity 
Receive  thy  bridegroom's  messenger  !  for  sure 
As  da\vns  to  morrow's  sun,  to-morrow  night 
Sees  thee  a  wedded  bride  ! 

[Exit,  L. 

Julia.  A  wedded  bride ! 
Is'tadream?    Is' t  a  phantasm  ?    'Tis 
Too  horrible  for  reality  !  for  aught  else 
Too  palpable  !    O  would  it  were  a  dream  ! 
How  would  I  bless  the  sun  that  waked  me  from 

it! 

I  perish!    Like  some  desperate  mariner 
Impatient  of  a  strange  and  hostile  laud, 
Who  rashly  hoists  his  sail,  and  puts  to  sea. 
And  being  fast  on  reefs  and  quicks -mds  borne, 
Essays  in  vain  once  more  to  make  the  land, 
Whence     wind     and     current    drive    him. — I'm 

wreck' d 

By  mine  own  act !    What !  no  escape  ?  no  hope  ? 
None  !     I  must  e'en  abide  these  hated  nuptials ! 
Hated  ! — ah !  own  it,  and  then  curse  thyself ! 
That  mad'st  the  bane  thou  loathest— for  the  love 
''  hou  bear'st  to  one  who  never  can  be  thine  ! 
Yes — love  !     Deceive  thyself  no  longer.    False 
To  say  'tis  pity  for  his  fall,— respect, 
Engeuder'd  by  a  hollow  world's  disdain, 
Which    hoots    whom   fickle    fortune    cheers   no 

more  ! 

'Tis  none  of  these  :  'tis  love — and  if  not  love, 
Why  then  idolatry  !     Ay,  that's  the  name 
To  speak  the  broadest,  deepest,  strongest  pas- 
sion, 

That  ever  woman's  heart  was  borne  away  by  ! 
He  comes  !      Thou'dst   play  the    lady,— play   it 
now! 

Ee-enter     SERVANT,     conducting     CLIFFORD 
plainly  attired  as  the  Earl  of  Rochdale's  Secre- 
tary, c. 
Ser.  His  lordship's  secretary. 

[Exit,  c.—A  pause. 
Julia.  (R.  c.)  Speaks  he  not  ? 

Or  does  he  wait  for  orders  to  unfold 

His  business  P    Stopp'd  his  business  1 11 1  spoke, 

I'd  hold  my  peace  for  ever  ! 

(Clifford  kneels,  c.,  and  presents  a  letter.) 

Does  he  kneel  ? 

A  ladv  am  I  to  my  heart's  content: 

Could  he  unmake  me    that    which   claims    his 

I'd  kneel  to   him,— I   would!    I  would!— Your 

will? 

Cli.  This  letter  from  my  lord. 
Julia.  0  fate !  who  speaks  ? 
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Cli.  The  secretary  of  iny  ord. 
Julia.  I  breathe ! 
I  could  have  sworn  'twas  he  ! 

(Makes  an  effort  to  look  at  Mm,,  but  is  unable.) 
So  like  the  voice— 
I  dare   not   look,   lest   there  the  form  should 

stand ! 
How  came  he  by  that   voice?      'Tis    Clifford's 

voice, 

If  ever  Clifford  spoke  !    My  fears  come  back- 
Clifford  the  secretary  of  my  lord ! 
Fortune  hath  freaks,  but  none  so  mod  as  that ! 
It  cannot  be — it  should  not  be  ! — a  look, 
And  all  were  set  at  rest. 

(Tries  to  look  at  him  again,  out  can- 
not.) 

So  strong  my  fears, 

Dread  to  confirm  them  takes  away  the  power 
To  try  and  end  them!      Come  the  worst,  I'll 
look. 

(S7ie  tries  again — and  again  .is  ur 

equal  to  tlie  task.) 

I'd  sink  before  him,  if  I  met  his  eye  ! 
Cli.  Wilt    please   your   ladyship    to  take    the 

letter  ? 
Julia.  There  Clifford  speaks  again  !      Not  Clif 

ford's  heart 
Could  more  make  Clifford's  voice  !    Not  Clifford's 

tongue 

And  lips  more  frame  it  into  Clifford's  speech  ! 
A  question,  and  'tis  over  !     Know  I  you  ? 

Cli.  Reverse  of  fortune,  lady,  changes  friends  : 
It  turns  them  into  strangers.    What  I  am 
I  have  not  always  been  ! 
Julia.  Could  I  not  name  you  ? 
Cli.  If  your  disdain  for  one,  perhaps  too  bold 
When  hoilow  fortune  called  him  favourite,— 
Now  by  her  ficklenesss  perforce  reduced 
To  take  an  humble  tone,  would  suffer  you— 
Julia.  I  might  ? 
Cli.  You  might  ! 
Julia.  O  Clifford  !  is  it  you ! 
Cli.  (Giving  the  letter.)      Your  answer  to  my 

lord. 

Julia.  (Mechanically  taking  it.)     Your  lord  ! 
Cli,  Wilt  write  it  ? 

Or,  will  it  please  you  send  a  verbal  one  ? 
I'll  bear  it  faithfully. 
Julia.  You'll  bear  it  ? 
Cli.  Madam, 

Your  pardon,  but  my  haste  is  somewhat  urgent. 
My  lord's  impatient,'  and  to  use  despatch 
Were  his  repeated  orders. 
Julia.  Orders?    Well, 

I'll  read  the  letter,  sir.  'Th  right  you  mind 
His  lordship's  orders.  They  are  paramount ! 
Nothing  should  supersede  them ! — stand  beside 

them ! 

They  merit  all  your  care,  and  have  it !    Fit, 
Most  fit  they  should  !    Give  me  the  letter,  sir. 
Cli.  You  have  it,  madam. 
Julia.  So!   (Aside.)     How  poor  a  thing 
I  look  !  so  lost,  while  he  is  all  himself! 
Have  I  no  pride  ?  (She  rings.) 

Enter  a  Servant,  L.  c. 

Paper,  and  pen  and  ink  !  [Ex-it  Servant,  L.  c. 

(Aside.)  If  lie  can  freeze,  'tis  time  that  I  grow 

cold ! 
I'll  read  the  letter.  (Opens  and  holds  it  as  about  to 

read. 

Mind  liis  orders !     So  ! 
Quickly  he  fits  his  habits  to  his  fortunes ! 


He  serves  my  lord  with  all  his  will !    His  heart's 
In  his  vocation.    So  !    Is  this  the  letter  ? 
'Tis  upside  down — and  here  I'm  poring  on't ! 
Most  fit  I  let  him  see  me  play  the  fool ! 
Shame.    Let  me  be  myself  ! 

(Re-enter  Servant  with  materials  for 

writing.) 
A  table,  sir, 
And  chair. 

(The  Servant  exits,  and  re-entere 
with  a  table  and  chair — then  goes 
off,  L.  c. — Julia  sits  au'Tiile,  va- 
cantly gazing  on  the  letter — then, 
looks' at  Clifford.) 

How  plainly  shows  his  humble  suit ! 
It  fits  not  him  that  wears  it  !    I  have  wronged 

him! 

He  can't  be  happy — does  not  look  it !  is  not. 
That  eye  which  reads  the  ground  is  argument 
Enough  !  He  loves  me.    There  I  let  him  stand, 
And  I  am  sitting ! 

(.Rises,  tafees  a  chair,  and  approaches- 
Clifford.) 
Pray  you  take  a  chair. 

(He  bows  as  acknowledging  and  de- 
clining the  honour — she  looks  at  him, 
awhile.) 
Clifford,  why  dcn't  you  speak  to  me?  (She  weeps.} 

Cli.  I  tmst 
You're  happy. 

Julia.  Happy  !    Very,  very  happy  ! 
You  see  I  weep,  I  am  so  happy  !    Tears 
Are  signs,  you  know,  of  nought  but  happiness  ! 
When  first  I  saw  you,  little  did  I  look 
1  o  be  so  happy !    Clifford  ! 
Cli.  Madam  ? 
Julia.  Madam  ! 
I  call  thee  Clifford,  and  thou  call'st  me  madam  T 

Cli.  Such  the  address  my  duty  stints  me  to. 
Thou  art  the  wife  elect  of  a  proud  Earl — 
Whose  humble  secretary  sole,  am  I. 
Julia.  Most  tignt.    I  had  forgot!    1  thank  you, 

sir, 

For  so  reminding  me  ;  and  give  you  joy, 
That  what,  1  see,  had  been  a  burthen  to  you, 
Is  fairly  off  your  hands. 
Cli.  A  burthen  to  me  ! 
Mean    you   yourself?     Are    you  that  burthen, 

Julia? 

Say  that  the  sun's  a  burthen  to  the  earth ! 
Say  that  the  blood's  a  burthen  to  the  heart ! 
Say  health's  a  burthen,  peace,  contentment,  joy, 
Fame,  riches,  honours  !   everything  that  man 
Desires,  and  gives  the  name  of  blessing  to ! — 
E'en  such  a  burthen,  Julia  were  to  me 
Had  fortune  let  me  wear  her. 

Julia.  (Aside.)   On  the  brink 
Of  what  a  precipice  I'm  standing  !    Back, 
Back  !  while  the  faculty  remains  to  do't  ! 
A  minute  longer,  not  the  whirlpool's  self 
More    sure  to   suck  thee   down !     One   effort  f 
There! 

(S7u?  returns  to  Tier  scat,  recovers  Tier 
self-possession,  takes  up  the  letter r 
and  reads  it. ) 
To  wed  to-morrow  night !     Wed  whom  ?    A  man 
Whom  I  can  never  love  !    I  should  before 
Save  thought  of  that.    To-morrow  night !    This 

hour 

To-morrow  !    How  I  tremble  !    Happy  bands 
To  which  my  heart  such  freezing  welcome  gives, 
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As  sends  an  ague  through  me  !  At  what  means 
Will  not  the  desperate  snatch  !  What's  honour's 

price  ? 

Nor  friends,  nor  lovers, — no,  nor  life  itself  ! 
Clifford !    This  moment  leave  me  ! 

(Clifford  retires  up,  c.,  out  of  Julia's 

sight.) 
Is  he  gone  ? 

0  docile  lover !    Do  his  mistress'  wish 

That  went  against  his  own !    Do  it  so  soon  !— 
Ere  well  'twas  utter'd.     No  good-bye  to  her ! 
No  word ;  no  look !    'Twas  best  that  he  so  went ! 
Alas,  the  strait  of  her,  who  owns  that  best, 
Which  last  she'd  wish  were  done  ?   What's  left 

me  now  ? 
To  weep  !   To  weep ! 

(Leans  Tier  head  upon  tier  arm,  which 
rests  upon  the  desk,  her  other  arm 
hanging    listlessly    at   her   side — 
Clifford    comes  forward,    looks    a 
moment  at  her,  and  kneeling,  takes 
Tier  hand.) 
Cli.  My  Julia! 
Julia.  Here  again  ! 

Up  !  up !  By  all  the  hopes  of  heaven  go  hence ! 
To  stay's  perdition  to  me !  Look  you,  Clifford  ! 
Were  there  a  grave  where  thou  art  kneeling 

now, 

I'd  walk  into't,  aud  be  inearth'd  alive, 
Ere  taint  should  touch  my  name !    Should  some 

one  come 

And  see  thee  kneeling  thus  !    Let  go  my  hand ! 
Remember,  Clifford,  I'm  a  promised  bride— 
And  take  thy  arm  away !    It  has  no  right 
To  clasp  my  waist !    Judge  you  so  poorly  of  me, 
As  think  I'll  suffer  this  ?    My  honour,  sir ! 

(She  brealcs  from  him,  quitting   her 

seat.) 

I'm  glad  you've  forced  me  to  respect  myself — 
You'll  find  that  I  can  do  so  ! 

Cli.  I  was  bold- 
Forgetful  of  your  station  and  my  own  ; 
There  was  a  time  I  held  your  hand  unchid ! 
There  was  a  time  I  might  have   clasp'd   your 
waist— 

1  had  forgot  that  time  was  past  and  gone  ! 


I  pray  you,  pardon  me] 


.  (Softened.)  I  do  so,  Clifford. 

Cli.  I  shall  no  more  offend. 

Julia.  Make  sure  of  that. 
No  longer  is  it  fit  thou  keep'st  thy  post 
Jsa's  lordship's  household.    Give  it  up !    A  day— 
An  hour  remain  not  in  it ! 

Cli.  Wherefore? 

Julia.  Live 

In  the  same  house  with  me,  and  I  another's  ? 
•Put miles,  put  leagues  between  us!    The  same 

land 
Should  not  contain  us.     Oceans   should  divide 

us— 

With  barriers  of  constant  tempests— such 
As  mariners  durst  not  tempt !    Oh,  Clifford ! 
Rash  was  the  act  so  light  that  gave  me  up, 
That  stung  a  woman's  pride,    and   drove   her 

mad — 

"Till  in  her  frenzy  she  destroyed  her  peace ! 
Oh,  it  was  rashly  done  !    Had  you  reproved— 
Expostulated, — had  yoa.  reasoned  with  me — 
Tried  to  find  out  what  wis  indeed  my  heart, — 
I  would  have  shown  it — you'd  have  seen  it.    All 
Had  been  as  nought  can  ever  be  again ! 

CM.  Lov'st  thou  me,  Julia  ? 


Julia.  Dost  thou  ask  me,  Clifford  ? 

Cli.  These  nuptials  may  be  shunn'd— 

Julia.  With  honour  ? 

CTi.  Yes. 

Julio.  Then  take  me  !    Stop— hear  me,  and  tako 

me  then ! 

Let  not  thy  passion  be  my  counsellor  ! 
Deal  with  me,  Clifford,  as  my  brother.    Be 
The  jealous  guardian  of  my  spotless  name ! 
Scan  thou  my  cause  as  'twere  thy  sister's.    Let 
Thy  scrutiny  o'erlook  no  point  of  it, — • 
Nor  turn  it  over  once,  but  many  a  time  : 
That    flaw,  speck,— yea— the    shade   of  one,— a 

soil 

So  slight,  not  one  out  of  a  thousand  eyes 
Could  find  it  out, — may  not  escape  thee ;  then 
Say    if    these     nuptials    can   be    shunned  with 
honour ! 

Cli.  They  can. 

Julia.  Then  take  me,  Clifford ! 

(They  embrace.) 

•Re-enter  WALTER,  t. 

Wai.  Ha !    What's  this  ? 
Ha !  treason  !    What !  my  baronet  that  was, 
My  secretary  now  ?    Your  servant,  sir  ! 
Is't  thus  you  do  the  pleasure  of  your  lord, — 
That  for  your  service,  feeds  you,  clothes  you,  pays 

you! 

Or  tak'st  thou  but  the  name  of  his  dependant  ? 
What's  here  ? — a  letter.    Fifty  crowns  to  one 
A  forgery  !    I'm  wrong.    It  is  his  hand. 
This  proves  thee  double  traitor  ! 

Cli.  Traitor! 

Julia.  Nay, 

Control  thy  wrath,  good  Master  Walter  !    Do, — 
And    I'll   persuade  him  to    go    hence—  (Master 

Walter  retires  up,  c.)  I  see 

For  me,  thou  bearest  this,  and  thank  thee,  Clif- 
ford, 

As  thou  hast  truly  shown  thy  heart  to  me, 
So  truly  I  to  thee  have  open'd  mine ! 
Time  flies !    To-morrow !     If  thy  love  can  find 
A  way,  such  as  thou  saids't,  for  my  enlargement, 
By  any  means  thou  canst,  apprise  me  of  it,— 
And  soon  as  shown,  I'll  take  it. 

JFol.  (Up,  c.)  Is  he  gone? 

Julia.  He  is  this  moment.     If  thou  covet'st 

me, 

Win  me,  and  wear  me  !    May  I  trust  thee  ?    Oh ! 
If  that's  thy   soul,  that's  looking  through  thine 

eye, 

Thou  lov'st  me,  and  I  may !— I  sicken,  lest 
I  never  see  thee  more ! 

Cli.  As  life  is  mine, 

The  ring  that  on  thy  wedding  finger  goes 
No  hand  but  mine  shall  place  there ! 

Wai.  Lingers  he  ? 

Julia.   For  my  sake,  now  away  !     And  yet  a 

word. 

But  all  thy  hopes  most  dear,  be  true  to  me  ! 
Go  now  !— yet    stay !     Clifford,    while  you   are 

here, 

I'm  like  a  bark  distress'd  and  comp^assless, 
That  by  a  beacon  steers  ;  when  you're  away 
That  bark  alone,  and  tossing  miles  at  sea ! 
Now    go!      Farewell!      My  compass  —  beacon- 
land  ! 
When  shall  my  eyes  be  blessed  with  thee  again ! 

Cli.  Farewell ! 

[Barit,  C, 
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Julia.  Art  gone!    All's  chance—  all's  care—  all's 
darkness  ! 

t,  R.,  led  by  Master  Walter. 


from  her  pocket — the  ring  from  her  finger 
took  her  very  earrings  out  of  her  ears— but 


END   OF  ACT  IV. 


ACT    V. 

SCENE   I.—.4n  Apartment  in  the  Earl   of  Roch- 
dale's. 

Enter  HELEN  and  FATHOM,  L. 

Fat.  The  long  and  short  of  it  is  this  —  if  she 
Carries  this  lord,  she'll  break  her  heart  !  I  wish 
fou  could  see  her,  madam.  Poor  lady  ! 

Helen.  How  looks  she,  prithee  ? 

Fat.  Marry,  for  all  the  world  like  a  dripping 
wet  cambric  handkerchief  !  She  has  no  colour  nor 
strength  in  her;  and  does  nothing  but  weep— 
poor  lady  ! 

Helen.  Tell  me  again  what  said  she  to  thee  ? 

Pat.  She  offered  me  all  she  was  mistress  of  to 
take  the  letter  to  Master  Clifford.  She  drew  her 
purse 
—she 

I  was  forbidden,  and  refused.     And   now    I'm 
sorry  for  it  !     Poor  lady  ! 

Helen.  Thou  should'st  be  sorry.  Thou  hast  a 
hard  heart,  Fathom. 

Fat.  I,  madam!  My  heart  is  as  soft  as  a 
woman's.  You  should  hare  seen  me  when  I  came 
out  of  her  chamber—  poor  lady  ! 

Helen.  Did  you  cry  ? 

Fat.  No  ;  but  I  was  as  near  it  as  possible.  I 
a  hard  heart  !  I  would  do  anything  to  serve  her, 
poor  sweet  lady  ! 

Helen.  Will  you  take  her  letter,  asks  she  you 
again  ? 

Fat.  No—  I  am  forbid. 

Helen.  Will  you  help  Master  Clifford  to  an  in- 
terview with  her  ? 

Fat.  No—  Master  Walter  would  find  it  put. 

Helen.  Will  you  contrive  to  get  me  into  her 
chamber  ? 

Fat.  No—  you  would  be  sure  to  bring  me  into 
mischief. 

Helen.  Go  to  !  You  would  do  nothing  to  serve 
her.  You  a  soft  heart  !  You  have  no  heart  at 
all  !  You  feel  not  for  her  ! 

Fat.  But  I  tell  you  I  do—  and  good  right  I  have 
to  feel  for  her.  I  have  been  in  love  myself. 

Helen.  With  your  dinner  ! 

I  would  I  had  been  !     My  pain  would  soon 


have  over,  and  at  little  cost.  A  fortune  I  squan- 
dered upon  her  !—  trinkets—  trimmings—  treat- 
ings  —  what  swallowed  up  the  revenue  of  a  whole 
year!  Wasn't  I  in  love  ?  Six  months  I  courted 
her,  and  a  dozen  crowns  all  but  one  did  I  disburse 
for  her  in  that  time  !  Wasn't  I  in  love?  An 
hostler  —  a  tapster  —  and  a  constable,  courted  her 
at  the  same  time,  and  I  offered  to  cudgel  the 
whole  three  of  them  for  her  !  Wasn't  I  in  love  ? 

Helen.  You  are  a  valiant  man,  Fathom. 

Fat.  Am  not  I  ?    Walk-s  not  the  earth  the  man 
I  am  afraid  of. 

Helen.  Fear  you  not  Master  Walter  ? 

Fat.  No. 

Helen.  You  do 

Fat.  I  don't. 

f  Helen.  I'll  prove  it  to  you.  You  see  him  break- 
ing your  young  mistress's  heart,  and  have  not 
the  manhood  to  stand  by  her. 


Fat.  What  could  I  do  for  her? 

Helen.  Let  her  out  of  prison.  It  were  the  act 
of  a  man. 

Fat.  That  man  am  I ! 

Helen.  Well  said,  brave  Fathom ! 

Fat.  But  my  place  !— 

Helen.  I'll  provide  thee  with  a  better  one. 

Fat.  'Tis  a  capital  place !  So  little  to  do,  and 
so  much  to  get  for't.  Six  pounds  in  the  year ; 
two  suits  of  livery ;  shoes  and  stockings,  and  a 
famous  larder.  He'd  be  a  bold  man  that  would 
put  such  a  place  in  jeopardy.  My  place,  madam, 
my  place ! 

Helen.  I  tell  thee  I'll  provide  thee  with  a  better 
place.  Thou  shalt  have  less  to  do,  and  more  to 
get.  Now,  Fathom,  hast  thou  courage  to  stand 
by  thy  mistress  ? 

Fat.  I  have! 

Helen.  That's  right. 

Fat.  I'll  let  my  lady  out. 

Enter  MASTER  WALTER,  unperceived,  L.  XT.  E. 

Helen.  That's  right.    When,  Fathom  ? 

Fat.  To-night. 

Helen.  She  is  to  be  married  to-night. 

Fat.  This  evening,  then.  Master  Walter  is  now 
in  the  library,  the  key  ia  on  the  outside,  and  I'll 
lock  him  in. 

Helen.  Excellent !    You'll  do  it  ? 

Fat.  Rely  upon  it.  How  he'll  stare  when  he 
finds  himself  a  prisoner,  and  my  young  lady  at 
liberty. 

Helen.  Most  excellent!  You'll  be  sure  to  do 
it? 

Fat.  Depend  upon  me !  When  Fathom  under- 
takes a  thing,  he  defies  fire  and  water — 

Wai.  (Coming forward,  c.)  Fathom! 

Fat.  Sir  ! 

Wai.  Assemble  straight  the  servants. 

Fat.  Yes,  sir ! 

Wai.  Mind, 
And  have  them  in  ihe  hall  when  I  coine  down. 

Fat.  Yes,  sir ! 

Wai.  And  see  you  do  not  stir  a  step, 
But  where  I  order  you. 

Fat.  Not  an  inch,  sir  ! 

Wai.  See  that  you  don't — away ! 

[Exit  Fathom,  L. 
So,  my  fair  mistress, 

What's  this  you  have  been  plotting  ?    An  escape 
For  Mistress  Julia? 

Helen.  I  avow  it. 

Wai.  Do  you  ? 

Helen.  Yes ;  and  moreover  t-o  your  face  I  tell 

you 
Most  hardly  do  you  use  her. 

Wai.  Verily  ! 

Helen.  I  wonder  where' s  her  spirit!    Had  she 

mine 

She  would  not  take't  so  easily !    Do  you  mean 
To  force  this  marriage  on  her  ? 

Wai.  With  your  leave. 

Helen.  You  laugh. 

Wai.  Without  it,  then.    I  dcn't  laugh  now. 

Helen.  If  I  were  she,  I'd  find  a  way  to  escape. 

Wai.  What  would  you  do  ? 

Helen.  I'd  leap  out  of  the  window  ! 

Wai.  Your  window  should  be  barr'd. 

Helen.  I'd  cheat  you  still ! 
I'd  hang  myself  ere  I'd  be  force4  to  marry  ! 

Wai.  Well  said !    You  shall  bt!  married,  then, 
to-night. 
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Hefen..  Married  to-night ! 

Weil.  As  sure  as  I  have  said  it. 

Helm.  Two  words  to  that.    Pray  who's  to  be 

my  bridegroom  ? 
Wai.  A  daughter's    husband    is    her   father's 

choice. 
Helen.  My  father's  daughter   ne'er  shall  wed 

such  husband ! 
Wai.  Indeed! 

Helen.  I'll  pick  a  husband  for  myself. 
Wai.  Indeed! 

Helen.  Indeed,  sir  ;  and  indeed  again  ! 
Wai.  Go  dress  you  for  the  marriage  ceremony. 
Helen.  But,  Master  Walter,  what    is    it  you 

mean? 

Enter  MODUS,  K. 

Wai.  Here  comes  your  cousin ;  he  shall  be  your 

bridesman  ! 

The  thought's  a  sudden  one,— that  will  excuse 
Defect  in  your  appointments.  A  plain  dress,— 
So  'tis  of  white,— will  do. 

Helen.  I'll  dress  in  black. 
I'll  quit  the  castle. 

Wai.  That  you  shall  not  do. 
Its  doors  are  guarded  by  my  lord's  domestics, 
Its  avenues— its  grounds  :  what  you  must  do, 
Do  with  a  good  grace.    In  an  hour,  or  less, 
Your  father  will  be  here.     Make  up  your  mind 
To  take  with  thankfulness  the  man  he  gives  you. 
(Aside.)  Now,  if  they  find  not  out  how  beat  their 

hearts, 
I  have  no  skill,  not  I,  in  feeling  pulses. 

[E.rit,  L. 
Helen.  Why,  cousin  Modus !    What !   will  you 

stand  by 

And  see  me  forced  to  marry  ?    Cousin  Modus ! 
Have  you  not  got  a  tongue.    Have  you  not  eyes  ? 
Do  you  not  see  I  am  very — very  ill, 
And  not  a  chair  in  all  the  corridor  ? 
Modus.  I'll  find  one  in  the  study. 
Helen.  Hang  the  study. 
Modus.  My  room's  at  hand.     I'll  fetch    one 

thence. 

Helen.  You  shan't ! 
I'd  faint  ere  you  came  back  ! 
Modus.  What  shall  I  do  ? 
Helen.  Why  don't  you  offer  to  support  me  ? 

Well? 
Give  me  your  arm — be  quick.     (Modus  offers  Ivs 

arm.) 

Is  that  the  way 

To  help  a  lady  when  she's  like  to  faint  ? 
I'll  drop  unless  you  catch  me  !     (Modus  supports 

her. ) 

That  will  do; 
I'm    better   now— (Modus   offers  to    leave   her.) 

don't  leave  me  !     Is  one  well 
Because  one's  better  ?   Hold  my  hand.    Keep  so, 
I'll  soon  recover  so  you  move   not.       (Aside.) 

Loves  he— 

Which  I'll  be  sworn  he  does,  he'll  own  it  now. 
Well,  cousin  Modus  ? 
Modus.  Well,  sweet  cousin  ? 
Helen.  Well  ? 

You  heard  what  Master  Walter  said? 
.Modus.  I  did. 
Helen.  And  would  you  have  me  many  ?     Can't 

you  speak  ? 
Say  yes  or  no. 
Mod  its.  No,  cousin. 


Helen.  Bravely  said ! 
And  why,  my  gallant  cousin  ? 

Modus.  Why? 

Helen.  Ah,  why  ?— 

Women,  you  know,  are  fond  of  reasons — why 
Would  you   not   have   me   marry  ?     How  you 

blush ! 

Is  it  because  you  do  not  know  the  reason  ? 
You  mind  me  of  a  story  of  a  cousin 
Who  once  her  cousin  such  a  question  asked. 
He  had  not  been  to  college,  though — for  books 
Had  pass'd  his  time  in  reading  ladies'  eyes, 
Which  he  could  construe  marvellously  well, 
Though  writ  in  language  all  symbolical. 
Thus  stood  they  once  together,  on  a  day — 
As  we  stand  now — discoursed  as  we  discourse,— 
But  with  this  difference, — fifty  gentle  words 
He  spoke  to  her,  for  one  she  spoke  to  him ! — 
What  a  dear  cousin  !  well,  as  I  did  say, 
As  now  I  questioned  thee,  she  questioned  hmu 
And  what  was  his  reply  ?     To  think  of  it 
Sets  my  heart  beating — 'twas  so  kind  a  one ! 
So  like  a  cousin's  answer— a  dear  cousin ! 
A  gentle,  honest,  gallant,  loving  cousin ! 
What  did  he  say  ?    A  man  might  find  it  out, 
Though  never  read  he  Ovid's  Art  of  Love. 
What  did  he  say  ?    He'd  marry  her  himself ! 
How  stupid  are  you,  cousin  !    Let  me  go ! 

Modus.  You  are  not  well  yet  ? 

Helen.  Yes. 

Modus.  I'm  sure  you're  not  ? 

Helen.  I'm  sure  I  am. 

Modus.  Nay,  let  me  hold  you,  cousin  ! 
I  like  it. 

Helen.  Do  you  ?    I  would  wager  you 
You  could  not  tell  me  why  you  like  it.    Well  ? 
You  see  how  true  I  know  you  !    How  you  stare ! 
What  see  you  in  my  face  to  wonder  at  ? 

Modus.  A  pair  of  eyes  ! 

Hele?i.   (Aside.)  At  last  he  finds  his  tongue— 
(^Lloud.)  And  saw  you  ne'er  a  pair  of  eyes  before  P 

Modus.  Not  such  a  pair. 

Helen.  And  why? 

Mod  it*.  They  are  so  bright ! 
You  have  a  Grecian  nose. 

Helen.  Indeed. 

Modus.  Indeed! 

Helen.  What  kind  of  mouth  have  I  ? 

Modus.  A  handsome  one. 
I  never  saw  so  sweet  a  pair  of  lips  ! 
I  ne'er  saw  lips  at  all  till  now,  dear  cousin ! 

Helen.  Cousin,  I'm  well, — you  need  not  hold  me 

now. 

Do  you  not  hear  ?    I  tell  you  I  am  well !   ' 
I  need  your  arm  no  longer — take't  away  ! 
So  tight  it  locks  me,  'tis  with  pain  I  breathe ! 
Let  me  go,  cousin  !    Wherefore  do  you  hold 
Your  face  so  close  to  mine  ?    What  do  you  mean  ? 

Modus.  You've    questioned    me,  and  now   I'll 
question  you. 

Helen.  What  would  you  learn  ? 

Modus.  The  use  of  lips. 

Helen.  To  speak. 

Modus.  Nought  else  ? 

Helen.  How  bold  my  modest  cousin  grows  ! 
Why,  other  use  know  you  ? 

Modus.   I  do! 

Helen.  Indeed! 
You're  wondrous  wise  !    And  pray  what  is  it  ? 

Modus.   (Attempting  to  kiss  her.)  This  ! 

Helen.  Boft!    My  hand  thanks  you,  cousin— 
for  my  lips, 
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I  keep  them  for  a  husband  !— Nay,. stand  off  ! 
I'll  not  be  held  in  manacles  again  1 
"VVhy  do  you  follow  me  ? 

3iodus.  I  love  you,  cousin  ! 

Helen.  0  cousin,  say  you  so!    That's  passing 

strange ! 

Falls  out  most  crossly — is  a  dire  mishap — 
A  thing  to  sigh  for,  weep  for,  languish  for, 
And  did  for ! 

Modus.  Die  for  ! 

Helen.  Yes,  with  laughter,  cousin ! 
For,  cousin,  I  love  you ! 

Modus.  And  you'll  be  mine  ? 

Helen,  I  will. 

Modus.  Your  hand  upon  it. 

Helen.  Hand  and  heart. 
Hie  to  thy  dressing-room,  and  I'll  to  mine- 
Attire  thee  for  the  altar— so  will  I. 
Whoe'er  may  claim  me,  thou'rt  the  man  shall 

have  me. 

Away !    Despatch  !    But  hark  you  ere  you  go, 
Ne'er  brag  of  reading  Ovid's  Art  of  Love ! 

Jlodiis.  Aud  cousin !   stop— one  little  word  with 
yuu  ! 

[She  returns,  Tie  snatc7<cs  a  kiss. — 
Exeunt,  Modus  ».,  Helen,  L. 

SCENE  II.— Julia's  Chamber— tables,  chairs,  &c. 

Enter  JULIA,  E. 
Julia.  No  word  from  him,  and  evening  now  set 

in! 

He  cannot  play  me  false  !    His  messenger 
Is  dogged — or  letter  intercepted.    I'm 
Beset  with  spies  !— No  rescue  !— No  escape  !— 
The   hour  at  hand  that  brings  my  bridegroom 

home ! 
No  relative  to  aid  me !  friend  to  counsel  me  ! 

(A  knock  is  heard  at  the  door,  L.) 
Come  in. 

Enter  two  FEMALE  ATTENDANTS,  L. 
Your  will  ? 

First  A.  Your  toilet  waits,  my  lady ; 
'Tis  time  you  dress. 
Julia.   JTis  time  I  die!  (A  peal  of  bells  heard 

without.)  What's  that  ? 
First  A.  Your  wedding  bells,  my  lady. 
Julia.  Merrily 


They  ring  my  knell ! 

(The 


(The  second  attendant  presents  an  open  case.) 
And  pray  you  what  are  these  ? 

Second  A.  Your  wedding  jewels. 

Julia.   Set  them  by. 

Second  A.  Indeed 

Was  ne'er  a  braver  set !    A  necklace,  brooch, 
Aud  ear-rings  all  of  brilliants,  with  a  hoop 
To  guard  your  wedding  ring. 

Julia.  'Twould  need  a  guard 
That  lacks  a  heart  to  keep  it ! 

Second  A.  Here's  a  heart 

Suspended  from    the    necklace— one  huge    dia- 
mond 

Imbedded  in  a  host  of  smaller  ones  ! 
Oh !  how  it  sparkles  j 

Julia.  Show  it  me !    Bright  heart, 
Thy  lustre,  should  I  wear  thee,  will  be  false,— 
For  thou  the  emblem  art  of  love  and  truth,— 
From  her  that  wears  thee  unto  him  that  gives 

thee. 

Back  to  thy  case !    Better  thou  ne'er  shouldst 
leave  it- 


Better  thy  gems  a  thousand  fathoms  deep 
In  their  native  mine  again,  than  grace  my  neck, 
And  lend  thy  fair  face  to  palm  off  a  lie ! 
First  A.  Wilt  please  you  dress  ? 
Julia.  Ah  !  in  infected  clothes 
New  from  a  pest-house !    Leave  me!  if  I  dress, 
I  dress  alone  !    O !  for  a  friend  !    Time  gallops ! 

[Exeunt  -Atendants,  L. 
He  that  should  guard  me  is  my  enemy  ! 
Constrains  me  to  abide  the  fatal  die, 
My  rashness,  not  my  reason  cast !     He  comes, 
That  will  exact  the  forfeit  !    Must  I  pay  it  ?— 
E'en  at  the  cost  of  utter  bankruptcy  ! 
What's  to  be  done  ?     Pronounce  the  vow  that 

parts 

My  body  from  my  soul !    To  what  it  loathes 
Links  that,  while  this  is  link'd  to  what  it  loves  ! 
Condemned  to  such  perdition!      What's    to    be 

done? 

Stand  at  the  altar  in  an  hour  from  this  ! 
An  hour  thence  seated  at  his  board— a  wife  ! 
Thence  !— frenzy's  in  the  thought !     What's  to 

be  done  ? 

Enter  MASTER  WALTER,  L. 

TFal.  What !  run  the  waves  so  high  ?  Not  ready 

yet! 
Your  lord  will  soon  be  here !    The  guests  collect. 

Julia.  Show  me  some  way  to  'scape  these  nap- 

tials  !     Do  it  ! 

Some  opening-  for  avoidance  of  escape,— 
Or  to  thy  charge  I'll  lay  a  broken  heart ! 
It  may  be,  broken  vows,  and  blasted  honour ! 
Or  else  a  mind  distraught ! 

Wai.  What's  this  ? 

Julia.  The  strait 

I'm  fallen  into  my  patience  cannot  bear  ! 
It  frights  my  reason— warps  my  sense  of  virtue ! 
Religion !  changes  me  into  a  thing, 
I  look  at  with  abhorring ! 

W<1.  Listen  to  me. 

Julia.   Listen  to  me,  and  heed  me !     If  this 

contract 

Thou  hold'st  me  to— abide  thou  the  result ! 
Answer  to  heaven  for  what  I  suffer ! — act  ! 
Prepare  thyself  for  suuh  calamity 
To  fall  on  me,  and  those  whose  evil  stars 
Have  link'd  them  with  me,  as  no  past  mishap, 
However  rare,  and  marvellously  sad, 
Can  parallel !     Lay  thy  account  to  live 
A  smileless  life,  die  an  unpitied  death — 
Abborr'd,  abandon'd  of  thy  kinder— as  one 
Who  had   the    guarding   of   a    young    maid's 

peace, — 

Look'd  on  and  saw  her  rashly  peril  it  ;— 
And  when  she  saw  her  danger,  and  confess'd 
Her  fault,  compell'd  her  to  complete  her  ruin  ! 

TFal.  Hast  done  ! 

Wai.  Another  moment,  and  I  have. 
Be  warn'd !     Beware  how  you  abandon  me 
To  myself !     I'm   young,   rash,    inexperienced! 

tempted 

By  most  insufferable  misery  ! 
Bold,  desperate,  and  reckless !    Thou  hast  age, 
Experience,  wisdom,  and  cpllecteduess, — 
Power,  freedom, — everything  that  I  have  not, 
Yet  want,  as  none  e'er  wanted !  Thou  caust  save 

me, 
Thou  ought' st!   thou  must!    I  tell  thee  at  his 

feet 

I'll  fall  a  corse — ere  mount  his  bridal  bed  ! 
So  choose  betwixt  my  rescue  and  my  grave ; 
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And  quickly  too.    The  hour  of  sacrifice 

Is  near  !    Anon  the  immolating  priest 

Will  summon  me !    Devise  some  speedy  means 

To  cheat  the  altar  of  its  victim.    Do  it ! 

Nor  leave  the  task  to  me. 

Wai.  Hast  done? 

Julia.  I  have. 

Wai.  Then  list  to  me— and  silentlv,  if  not 
With  patience.     (Brings  forward  chairs — they  sit.) 
How  t  watch' d  thee  from  thy  childhood, 
I'll  not  recall  to  thee.    Thy  father's  wisdom — 
Whose  humble  instrument  I  was— directed 


From  your  apt  mind  that  far  outstripp'd  your 


Fearing  the  taint  of  an  infected  world ; — 

For,  in  the  rich  grounds,  weeds  once  taking  root, 

Grow  strong  as  flowers.    He  might  be  right  or 

wrong ! 

I  thought  him  right ;  and  therefore  did  his  bid- 
ding. 

Most  certainly  he  loved  you — so  did  I ; 
Ah !  well  as  I  had  been  myself  your  father ! 

(His  hand  is  resting  upon  his  'knee- 
Julia  attempts  to  take  it — he  with- 
draws it—loolcs  at  her— she  hangs 
her  head.) 

Well ;  you  may  take  my  hand !    I  need  not  say 
How  fast  you  grew  in  knowledge  and  in  good- 
ness,— 

That  hope  could  scarce  enjoy  its  golden  dreams 
So  soon  fulfilment  realized  them  all ! 
Enough.   You  came  to  womanhood !  Your  heart, 
Pore  as  the  leaf  of  the  consummate  bud, 
That's  new  unfolded  by  the  smiling  sun, 
And  ne'er  knew  blight  nor  canker ! 

(Julia  attempts  to  place  her  other 
hand   on    his   shoulder — he  leans 
from  her — looks  at  her — she  hangs 
her  head  again.) 
Put  it  there ! 
Where  left  I  off?     I  know!     When  a  good 

woman 

Is  fitly  mated,  she  grows  doubly  good, 
How  good  soe'er  before  !    I  found  the  man 
I  thought  a  match  for  thee ;  and,  soon  as  found, 
Proposed  him  to  thee.    'Twas  your  father's  will, 
Occasion  offering,  you  should  be  married 
Soon  as  you  reach'd  to  womanhood.— You  liked 
M'y  choice — accepted  him. — We  came  to  town ; 
Where,  by  important  matter  summon'd  thence, 
I  left  you  an  affianced  bride  ! 

Julia.  You  did ! 
You  did! 

(Leans  her  head  upon  her  hand,  and  weeps.) 
Wai.    Nay,  check  thy  tears!    Let  judgment 

now, 

Not  passion,  be  awake.    On  my  return, 
I  found  thee— what  ?    I'll  not  describe  the  thing 
I  found  thee  then  !    I'll  not  describe  my  pangs 
To  see  thee  such  a  thing  !    The  engineer 
Who  lays  the  last  stone  of  his  sea-built  tower, 
It  cost  him  years  and  years  of  toil  to  raise, — 
And,  smiling  at  it,  tells  the  winds  and  waves 
To  roar  and  whistle  now — but,  in  a  night, 
Beholds  the  tempests  sporting  in  its  place — 
May  look  aghast,  as  I  did  ! 

Julia.  (Falling  on  her  knees)  Pardon  me ! 
Forgive  me !  pity  me ! 

Wai.  (Raising  her.)  Resume  thy  seat. 
I  pity  thee;  perhaps  not  thee  alone 
It  fits  to  sue  for  pardon 


Julia.  Me  alone ! 
None  other ! 

Wai.  But  to  vindicate  myself, 
I  name  thy  lover's  stern  desertion  of  thee. 
What  wast  thou  then  with  wounded  pride  ?  A 

thing 

To  leap  into  a  torrent !  throw  itself 
From  a  precipice  !  rush  into  a  fire !    I  saw 
Thy  madness— knew  to  thwart  it  were  to  chafe 

it— 

And  humour'd  it  to  take  that  course,  I  thought, 
Adopted,  least  'twould  rue ! 

Julia.  'Twas  wisely  done. 

Wai.  At  least  'twas  for  the  best ! 

Julia.  To  blame  thee  for  it, 
Was   adding    shame   to    shame!     But,   Mastei 

Walter! 
These  nuptials  !— must  they  needs  go  on  ? 

Enter  a  SERVANT,  L. 

Scr.  More  guests 
Arrive. 

Wai.  Attend  to  them.  [Exit  Servant,  L. 

Julia.  Dear  Master  Walter  ! 
Is  there  no  way  to  escape  these  nuptials  ? 

Wai.  Know'st  not 

What  with  these  nuptials  comes?     Hast  thou 
forgot  ? 

Julia.  What? 

IFal.  Nothing !— I  did  tell  thee  of  a  thin*'. 

Julio.  What  was  it  ? 

Wai.  To  forget  it  was  a  fault ! 
Look  back  and  think  ! 

Julia.  I  can't  remember  it. 

Wai.  (Aside).  Fathers,  make  straws  your  chil- 
dren !     Nature's  nothing*! 
Blood  nothing !    Once  in  other  veins  it  runs, 
It  no  more  yearneth  for  the  parent  flood, 
Than  doth  the  stream  that  from  the  source  dis- 
parts. 

Talk  not  ot  love  instinctive — what  you  call  so 
Is  but  the  brat  of  custom !    Your  own  flesh 
By  habit  cleaves  to  you — without, 
Hath   no    adhesion !    (-4loud.)    So ;    you   have 

forgot 
You  have  a  father,  and  are  here  to  meet  him ! 

Julia.  I'll  not  deny  it. 

Wai.  You  should  blush  for't. 

Julia.  No! 

No  !  no :  hear,  Master  Walter !  what's  a  father 
That  you've  not  been  to  me  ?    Nay,  turn  not 

from  me. 

For  at  the  name  a  holy  awe  I  own, 
That  now  almost  inclines  my  knee  to  earth ! 
But  thou  to  me,  except  a  father's  name, 
Hast  all  the  father  been  :  the  care — the  love — 
The  guidance— the  protection  of  a  father. 
Canst  wonder,  then,  if  like  thy  child  I  feel, — 
And  feeling  so,  that  father's  claim  forget 
Whom  ne'er  I  knew,  save  by  the  name  of  one  ? 
Oh  turn  to  me,  and  do  not  chide  me !  or 
If  thou  wilt  chide,  chide  ©n  !  but  turn  to  me ! 

Wai.  (Struggling  with  emotion.)  My  Julia  ! 

(Embraces  her.) 

Julia.  Now,  dear  Master  Walter,  hear  me ! 
Is  there  no  way  to  'scape  these  nuptials  ? 

Wai.  Julia, 

A  promise  made  admits  not  of  release, 
Save  by  consent  or  forfeiture  of  those 
Who  hold  it — so  it  should  be  pondered  well 
Before  we  let  it  go. — Ere  mau  should  say 
I  broke  the  word  I  had  the  power  to  keep, 
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I'd  lose  the  life  I  had  the  power  to  part  with ! 
Remember,  Julia,  thou  and  I  to-day 
Must  to  thy  father  of  thy  training  render 
A  strict  account.    While  honour's  left  to  us, 
We  have  something— nothing,    having   all   but 

that. 

Now  for  thy  last  act  of  obedience,  Julia ! 
Present    thyself    before    thy   bridegroom!    (She 

assents.)     Good ! 

My  Julia's  now  hefself !    Show  him  thy  heart, 
And  to  his  honour  leave't  to  set  them  free 
Or  hold  thee  bound.    Thy  father  will  be  by ! 

lExeunt,  Walter  L.,  Julia,  K. 

SCENE  III. — The  Banqueting  Room — an  arch,  c. 

Enter     MASTER      WALTER     and     MASTER 

HEARTWELL,  c. 
Hea.  Thanks,  Master  Walter !    Ne'er  was  child 

more  bent 

Io  do  her  father's  will,  you'll  own,  than  mine  j 
Yet  never  one  more  froward. 

Wai,  All  runs  fair— 

Eair  may  all  end  !    To-day  you'll  learn  the  cause 
That-took  me  out  of  town.    But  soft  awhile, — 
Here  comes  the  bridegroom,  with  his  friends,  and 

here 
The  all-obedient  bride. 

Enter  JULIA  through   the   arch,    c.,   from    L. — 

LORD     ROCHDALE,    LORD    TINSEL,    and 

Giiests,  through  the  arch,  from  &.— followed  by 

Clifford. 

Roch.  (c.)  (To  Tinsel.)  Is  she  not  fair  ? 

Tin.  (L.  c.)    She'll  do.     Your  servant,  lady! 

Master  Walter, 

We're  glad  to  see  you.    Sirs,  you're  welcome  all ! 
What  wait  they  for  ?    Are  we  to  wed  or  not  ? 
We're  ready — why  don't  they  present  the  bride  ? 
I  hope  they  know  she  is  to  wed  an  earl. 

Roc.  Should  1  speak  first  ? 

Tin.  Not  for  your  coronet"! 
I,  as  your  friend  may  make  the  first  advance. 
We've  come  here  to  be  married.     Where's  the 
bride? 

Wai.  (E.  c.)   There  stands  she,  lord ;   if  'tis  her 

will  to  wed, 
His  lordship's  free  to  take  her. 

Tin.  Not  a  step  ! 

I,  as  your  friend,  may  lead  her  to  your  lordship. 
Pair  lady,  by  your  leave. 

Julia.  No  !  not  to  you. 

Tin.  I  ask  your  hand  to  give  it  to  his  lordship. 

Julia.  Nor  to  his  lordship — save  he  will  accept 
My  hand  without  my  heart !  but  I'll  present 
My  knee  to  him,  and  by  his  lofty  rank, 
Implore  him  now  to  do  a  lofty  deed 
Will  lift  his  stately  head  above  his  rank,— 
A.ssert  him  nobler  yet  in  worth  than  name, — 
And,  in  the  place  of  an  unwilling  bride, 
Unto  a  willing  debtor  make  him  lord, — 
Whose  thanks  shall  be,  his  vassals,  night  and 

day 
That  still  shall  wait  upon  him ! 

Tin.  What  means  this  ? 

Julia.  What  is't  behoves  a  wife  to  bring  her 
lord? 

Wai.  A  whole  heart,  and  a  true  one. 

Julia.  I  have  none ! 

Not  half  a  heart— the  fraction  of  a  heart ! 
Am  I  a  woman  it  befits  to  wed  ? 

Wai.  Why,  where's  thy  heart  ? 


Julia.  Gone — out  of  my  keeping ! 
Lost— past  recovery :  right  and  title  to  it— 
And  all  given  up !  and  he  that's  owner  on't, 
So  fit  to  wear  it,  were  it  fifty  hearts, 
I'd  give  it  to  him  all ! 

Wai.  Thou  dost  not  mean 
His  lordship's  secretary  ? 

Julia.  Yes.    Away 
Disguises !  in  that  secretary  know 
The  master  of  the  heart,  of  which,  the  poor, 
Unvalued,  empty  casket,  at  your  feet,— 
Its  jewel  gone, — I  now  despairing  throw  ! 

(Kneels.) 

Of  his  lord's  bride  he's  lord !  lord  paramount  ! 
To  whom  her  virgin  homage  first  she  paid, — 
'Gainst  whom  rebell'd  in  frowardness  alone, 
Nor  knew  herself  how  loyal  to  him,  till 
Another  claim'd  her  duty— then  awoke 
To  sense  of  all  she  owed  him — all  his  worth — 
And  all  her  undeservings  ! 

Tin.    Lady,    wo  come  not  here    to   treat  of 

hearts, — 

But  marriage  ;  which,  so  please  yoxi,  is  with  us 
A  simple  joining,  by  the  priest,  of  hands. 
A  ring's  put  on  ;  a  prayer  or  two  is  said  ; 
You're  man  and  wife, — and  nothing  more  !    For 

hearts, 
We  oft'ner  do  without,  than  with  them,  lady  ! 

Cli.  (c.)  So  does  not  wed  this  lady  ! 

Tin.  Who  are  you  ? 

Cli.  I'm  secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Eoclidale. 

Tin.  My  lord  !     ' 

EpcTi.  I  know  him  not — 

Tin.  I  know  him  now — 

Your  lordship's  rival!    Once  Sir  Thomas  Clif- 
ford. 

Cli.   Yes,  and  the  bridegroom  of  that   lady 

then, 
Then  lovedv'her— loves  her  still ! 

Julia.  Was  loved  by  her — 

Though  then  she  knew  it  not !— is  loved  by  her, 
As  now  she  knows,  and  all  the  world  may  know ! 

Tin.  We  can't  .be  laugh'd  at.    We  are  here  to 

wed, 
And  shall  fulfil  our  contract. 

Julia,  Clifford! 

Clt.  Julia ! 
You  will  not  give  your  hand  ? 

(A  pause — Julia  seems  utterly  lost.) 

Wai.  You  have  forgot 
Again.    You  have  a  father  ! 

Julia.  Bring  him  now, — 
To  see  thy  Julia  justify  thy  training, 
And  lay  her  life  down  to  redeem  her  word  ! 

Wai.  And  so  redeems  her  all !    Is  it  your  will, 
My  lord,  these  nuptials  should  go  on  ? 

Roch.  It  is. 

Wai.  Then  it  is  mine  they  stop  \ 

Tin.  I  told  your  lordship 

You  should  not  keep  a  Hunchback    for  your 
agent. 

Wai.  Thought  like  my  father,  my  good  lord, 

who  said 

He  would  not  have  a  Hunchback  for  his  son, — 
So  do  I  pardon  you  the  savage  slight ! 
My  lord,  that  I  am  not  as  straight  as  you, 
Was  blemish  neither  of  my  thought  nor  will, 
My  head  nor  heart.    It  was  no  act  of  mine, — 
Yet  did  it  curdle  nature's  kindly  milk 
E'en  where  'tis  richest — in  a  parent's  breast- 
To  cast  me  out  to  heartless  forterage, 
Not  heartless  always,  as  it  proved— and  give 


. 
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My  portion  to  another !  the  same  blood— 
But  I'll  be  sworn,  in  vein,  iny  lord,  and  soul—- 
Although his  trunk  did  swerve  no  more  than 

yours— 
Not  half  so  straight  as  I. 

Tin.  Upon  my  life 

You've  got  a  modest  agent,  Rochdale  !    Now 
He'll    prove     himself    descended  —  mark     my 

words — 

From  some  small  gentleman ! 
Wai.  And  so  you  thought, 
Where  nature  played  the  churl,  it  would  be  fit 
That  fortune  played  it  too.    You  would  have  had 
My  lord  absolve  me  of  my  agency  ! 
Fair  lord,  the  flaw  did  cost  me  fifty  times— 
A  hundred  times  my  agency  : — but  all's 
Recovered.    Look,  my  lord,  a  testament 
To  make  a  pension  of  his  lordship's  rent  roll ! 
It  is  my  father's,  and  was  left  by  him, 
•In  case  his  heir  should  die  without  a  son, 
Then  "to  be  opened.    Heaven  did  send  a  son, 
To  bles«  the  heir.     Heaven  took  its  gift  away. 
He  died— his  father  died.    And  Master  Walter— 
The  unsightly  agent  of  his  lordship  there— 
The  Hunchback  whom  your  lordship  would  have 

stripped  • 

Of  his  agency, — is  now  the  Earl  of  Rochdale  ! 
Tin.  We've  made  a  small  mistake  here.     Never 

mind, 

'Tis  nothing  in  a  lord. 
Julia.  The  Earl  of  Rochdale  ! 
Wai.  And  what  of  that  ?     Thou  know'st  not 

half  my  greatness ! 
A  prouder  title,  Jnlia,  have  I  yet, 
Sooner  than  part  with  which  I'd  give  that  up, 
And  be  again  plain  Master  Walter.    What ! 
Dost  thou  not  apprehend  me  !    Yes,  thou  dost ! 
Command    thyself  —  don't    gasp!     My    pupil  — 

daughter ! 
Come  to  thy  father's  heart ! 

(Julia  rushes  into  his  arms.) 

Enter  FATHOM,  L.  c. 

Pat.  Thievery  !    Elopement — escape — arrest ! 

Wai.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fat.  Mistress  Helen  is  running  away  with 
Master  Modus — Master  Modus  is  running  away 
with  Mistress  Helen — but  we  have  caught  them, 
secured  them,  and  here  they  come,  to  receive  the 
teward  of  their  merits. 


Enter  HELEN  and  MODUS  through  the    ar^ti, 
L.  c.,  followed  by  Servants. 

Helen.  I'll  ne'er  wed  man,  if  not  my  cousin 
Modus. 

Modus.  Nor  woman  I,  save  cousin  Helen's  she. 

Wul.    (To  Master  Heart-well.)  A  daughter  have 

you,  and  a  nephew  too, 

Without  their  match  in  duty !  Let  them  mni-ry. 
For  you,  sir,  who  to-day  have  lost  an  earldom, 
Yet  would  have  shared  that  earldom  with  my 

child- 

My  only  one— content  yourself  with  prospect 
Of  the  succession — it  must  fall  to  you. 
And  fit  yourself  to  grace  it.    Ape  not  those 
Who  rank  by  pride.    The  man  of  simplest  bear- 
Is  yet  a  lord,  when  he's  a  lord  indeed  ! 

Tin.  The  paradox  is  obsolete.    Ne'er  heed  ! 
Learn  from  his  book,  and  practise  out  of  mine  ! 

Wai.  Sir  Thomas  Clifford,  take  my  daughter's 

hand  I— 

If  now  you  know  the  master  of  her  heart ! 
Give  it,  my  Julia !     You  suspect,  I  see, 
And  rightly,  there  has  been  some  masking  here. 
Content  thee,  daughter,  thou  shalt  know  anou, 
How  jealousy  of  my  mis-shapen  back 
Made  me  mistrustful  of  a  child's  affections — 
Who  doubted  e'en  a  wife— so  that  I  dropped 
The  title  of  thy  father,  lest  thy  duty 
Should  pay  the  debt  thy  love  could  solve  alone. 
All  this  and  moi*e,  that  to  thy  friends  and  thee 
Pertains,  at  fitting  time  thou  shalt  be  told. 
But  now  thy  nuptials  wait — the  happy  close 
Of  thy  hard  trial — wholesome,  though  severe  ! 
The  world  won't  cheat  thee  now — thy  heart  is 

proved ; — 

Thou  know'st  thy  peace  by  finding  out  its  bane, 
And  ne'er  wilt  act  from  reckless  impulse  more ! 
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2  School  for  Sflandul 
3  Werner 
4  She  Stoops  to  Conquer 

86  Way  of  the  world 
87  Cymbeline 
88  She  Would,  &c: 

169  Animal  magnetism 
WO  The  Confederacy 
171  The  Carmelite 

251  Mysterious  husband 
252  Heart  of  Midlothian 
253  King  Henry  VI.    (3) 

5  The  Game  ster 
6  King  Lear 

89  Deserted  Daughter 
90  Wives  as  They  Were,  and 

172  The  Chances 
173  Follies  of  a  Day 

254  Illustrious  Stranger 
255  Register  Office 

7  New  way  to  Pay  old  Debts 
8  Road  to  Ruin 
9  Merry  wives  of  Windsor 
10  The  Iron  Chest 

maids  as  They  Are 

174  Titus  Andronicus 
175  Paul  and  Virginia 
176  Know  your  own  mind 
177  The  Padlock 

256  Dominique 
257  Chapter  of  Accidents 
258  Descarte 
259  Hero  and  Leander 

92  Midsummer  Night's  Dream 
93  Tamerlane 

11  Hamlet 

94  Bold  Stroke  for  a  husband 

178  Constant    ouple 

260  Cure  for  Heartache 

12  The  Stranger 
13  Merchant  of  Venice 

95  Julius  Caesar 
26  All  for  Love 

179  Better  Late  than  Never 
180  My  Spouse  and  I 

261  Siege  of  Damascus 
262  The  Secret 

14  The  Honeymoon 
15  Pizarro 

97  The  Tempest 
9«  Richard  Coeur  de  Lion 

181  Every  One  has  his  Fault 
182  The  Deuce  is  in  him 

263  Deaf  and  Dumb 
264  Banks  of  the  Hudson 

16  Man  of  the  World 
17  Much  Ado  about  Nothing 

99  The  Mourning  Bride 
100  The  bashful  man 

183  Adopted  Child 
184  Love  rs'  Vows 

265  The  Wedding  Day 
266  Laugh  when  you  can 

18  The  Rivals 

101  Barbarossa 

185  Maid  of  the  Oaks 

267  What  Next? 

19  Damon  and  Pythias 
20  Macbeth 

102  The  Curfew 
103  Merchant  of  Bruges 

186  The  Duenna 
187  Turnpike  Gate 

268  Raymond  and  Agnes 
269  Lionel  and  Clarissa 

21  John  Bull 

104  Giovanni  in  London 

188  Lady  of  Lyons 

270  Red  crow 

22  Fazio 

105  Timon  of  Athens 

189  Miss  in  her  Teens 

271  The  Contrivance 

23  Speed  the  Plough 

106  Honest  Thieves 

190  Twelfth  Night 

272  Broken  Sword 

24  Jane  Shore 

107  West  Indian 

191  Lodoiska 

273  Polly  Honeycomb 

25  Evadne 

108  The  Earl  of  Essex 

192  Earl  of  Warwick 

274  Nell  Gwynne 

26  Antony  and  Cleopatra 

109  The  Irish  Widow 

193  Fortune's  Frolics 

275  Cymon 

27  The  Wonder 

110  The  Farmer's  Wife 

194  Way  to  keep  him 

276  Perfection 

28  The  miller  and  his  men 
29  The  Jealous  Wife 

111  Tancred  and  Sigismunda 
112  The  Panel 

195  Braganza 
1%  No  Song  no  Supper 

277  Count  of  Narbonno 
278  Of  Age  To-morrow 

30  Therese 

113  Deformed  Transformed 

197  Taming  of  the  Shrew 

279  Orphan  of  China 

31  Brutus 

114  The  Soldier's  Daughter 

198  Spanish  Student 

280  Pedlar's  Acre 

32  The  Maid  of  Honour 

115  Monsieur  Tonson 

199  Double  Dealer 

281  Mogul's  Tale 

33  A  Winter's  Tale 

116  The  Black  Prince 

200  Mock  Doctor 

282  Othello  Travegtie 

34  The  Poor  Gentleman 

11  7  School  for  Wives 

201  Fashionable  lover 

283  Law  of  Lombardy 

35  The  Castle  Spectre 

118  Coriolanus 

202  The  Guardian 

284  Day  after  the  weddinr 

36  The  Heir-at-Law 

119  The  Citizen 

203  Cain 

285  The  Jew 

37  Love  in  a  Village 

120  The  First  Floor 

204  Rosina 

286  Irish  Tutor 

38  A  Tale  of  mystery 

121  The  Foundling 

205  Love's  Labour  Lost 

287  Such  Things  Are 

39  Douglas 

122  Oroonoko 

206  The  Hunchback 

288  The  Wife 

40  The  Critic 
41  George  Barnwell 

123  Love  a-la-Mode 
124  Richard  II 

207  The  Apprentice 
208  Raising  the  Wind 

289  Dragon  of  Wttntley 
290  Suil  Dhuv 

42  Grecian  Daughter 
43  As  You  Like  it 

125  Siege  of  Belgrade 
126  Samson  Agonistes 

209  Lovers'  Quarrels 
210  Rent  Day 

291  Lying  Valet 
292  Lily  of  St.  Leonards 

44  Cato 

127  Maid  of  the  mill 

211  Cronohotonthologos 

293  Oliver  Twist 

45  The  Beggars'  Opera 

128  One  o'clock 

212  His  first  champagne 

294  The  Housekeeper 

46  Isabella 

129  Who's  the  Dupe? 

213  Pericles 

295  Child  of  Nature 

47  The  Revenge 

130  Mahomet 

214  Robinson  Crusoe 

296  Home,  Sweet  Horn* 

48  Lord  of  the  Manor 

131  Duplicity 

215  He's  much  to  Blame 

297  Which  is  the  man? 

49  Romeo  and  Juliet 

132  The  Devil  to  Pay 

216  Ella  Rosenberg 

298  Caius  Gracchus 

50  Sardanapalus 

133  Troflus  and  Cressida 

217  The  Quaker 

299  Mayor  of  Garratt 

51  The  Hypocrite 
52  Venice  Preserved 
53  The  Provoked  Husband 

134  Ways  and  means 
135  All  in  the  Wrong 
136  Cross  Purposes 

218  School  of  Reform 
219  King  Henry  IV  (1) 
220  Fifteen  Years  of  u  Drunk- 

300 Woodman 
301  Midnight  our 
302  Woman's  Wit 

54  Clandestine  marriage 

137  The  Orphan 

ard's  Life 

303  The  Purse 

55  Fair  Penitent 

138  Bon  Ton 

221  Thomas  and  Sally 

304  Votary  of  Wealth 

56  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona 

139  Tender  Husband 

222  Bombastes  Furioso 

305  Life  Buoy 

57  Fatal  Curiosity 

140  El  Hyder 

223  First  Love 

306  Wild  Oats 

58  Belle's  Stratagem 

141  The  Country  Girl 

224  Somnambulist 

307  Rookwood 

59  Manfred 

142  Midas 

225  All's  Well  that  Ends  Well 

308  Gambler's  Fate 

60  Rule  a  Wife,  &c. 

143  Castle  of  Andalusia 

226  Lottery  Ticket 

309  Herne  the     unter 

61  Bertram 

144  Two  Strings  to  your  Bow 

227  Gustavus  Vasa 

310  "Yes!"  and  "No!" 

62  Wheel  of  Fortune 

145  Measure  for  measure 

228  Sweethearts  and  Wives 

311  The  Sea-captain 

63  The  Duke  of|Milan 

146  The  miser 

229  Miller  of  Mansfield 

312  Eugene  Aram 

64  Good-Natu  red  Man 

147  Haunted  Tower 

230  Black-Eyed  Snsan 

313  Wrecker's  Daughter 

65  King  John 

148  The  Tailors 

231  King  Henry  IV  (2) 

314  Alfred  the  Great 

66  Beaux'  Stratagem 

149  Love  for  Love 

232  The  Station-House 

,,t  /Virginia  mummy 

67  Arden  of  Faversham 

150  Robbers  of  Calabria 

233  Recruiting  Officer 

M&  V  Intrigue 

68  Trip  to  Scarborough 

151  Zara 

234  The  Tower  of  Nesle 

,1C  /My  Neighbour's  wife 

69  Lady  Jane  Grey 
70  Rob  Roy 

152  High  Life  Below  Stairs 
153  Marino  Faliero 

235  King  Henry  V 
236  The  Rendezvous 

316  (  Married  Bachelor 
317  Richelieu 

71  Roman  Father 
72  The  Provoked  wife 
73  The  Two  Foscari 

154  The  Waterman 
155  Vespers  of  Palermo 
156  The  Farm-house 

237  Appearance    is    Against 
Them 
238  William  Tell 

318  Money 
319  lor. 
320  T'.ie  Bridal 

74  Foundling  of  ths  Forest 
75  All  the  World's  a  Stage 

157  Comedy  of  Errors 
158  The  Romp 

239  Tom  Thumb 
240  The  Rake's  Progress 

321  Vaul  Pry 
322  Love  -chase 

76  Richard  III 

159  Distressed  mother 

241  King  Henry  VI  (1.) 

323  Glencoe 

77  Bold  Stroke  for  a  wife 

160  Atonement                 [riage 

242  Blue  Derils 

oo.  /Spitalfields  weaver 

78  Castle  of  Sorrento 

161  Three    Weeks  after  Kur- 

243  Cheats  of  Scapin 

•*  Utage  Struck 

79  The  Inconstant 

162  Suspicious  Husband 

244  Charles  the  Second 

325  Robert  Macaire 

80  Guy  Mannering 
81  The  Busy-Body 
82  Tom  and  Jerry 
83  Alexander  the  Great 

163  Dog  of  Montargis 
164  The  Heiress 
165  The  Deserter/ 
1'66  King  Henry  VIII 

245  Love  makes  the  man 
246  Virginius 
247  Sbhool  for  Arrogance 
248  The  Two  Gregories 

326  Country  Squire 
327  Athenian  Captive 
OOQ  /Barney  the  Baron 
•"s  \Happy  man 

84  The  Liar 

Jfy  Comus 

249  King  Henry  VI.     (2) 

329  Der  Freiscbvtt 
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330  Hush  money 

,n_  /Sudden  Thoughts 

484  Crown  Prince 

556  Andy  Blake 

331  East  Lynne 
332  The  Robbers 

'   VHow  to  Pay  the  Kent 
408  Mary,  Queen  of   Scots 

4»5  Yew-Tree  Ruins 
486  Charles  O'Malley 

557  Blanche  of  Jersey 
,  to,  /Doctor  Dilworth. 

333  The  Bottle 

no  /The  Culprit 

,87  /Bandit 

^VFellow  clerk 

334  Kenilworth 

w  VBoarding  School 

48/  VThe  snow  helped 

559  Pascal  Bruno 

335  The  mountaineer 

410  Lucille 

100  /  Jargonelle 

560  Wicklow  mountains 

336  Simpson  and  Co. 
337  A  Roland  for  an  Oliver 
ooQ  /Siamese  Twins 
"°  VTurned  Head 

411  /Four  Sisters                         lo°  V  A  mar  riage  nooso 
V  Nothing  to  Nurse               4po  /Lost  Pocket-book 
412  My  Unknown  Friend             *"  VTwenty  and  Forty 
4,3  /Young  widow                    4go  /All's  Fair  in  Love 

rfil    /ThePic-nic 
bl  V  Kail  way  Hotel 
562  Fashionable  Arrivals 
563  Water-Partv 

339  Maid  of  Croissey 
340  Kip  Van  Winkle 

VMore  Blunders  than  One          V  Woman  will  be  a  woman  R/U  /Boots  at  the  Swan 
414  Woman's  Love                       ,01    /'Captain's  Ghost                          VLucktf  Stars 

341  Court  Fool 

«,«;  /A  Widow's  Victim 

\Hat-box 

565  Walter  Tyrrel 

342  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin 

10  V  Day  after  the  Fair 

492  f  Na  157  B 

566  Izaak  Walton 

,,0  /Deaf  as  a  Post 
**  V  Soldier's  Courtship 

416  The  Jewess 
417  /Unfinished  Gentleman 

92  V  Lovely 

567  Wife's  Stratagem 
iftQ  /Marcelino 

344  Bride  of  Lammermoor 

'  VCaptain  is  not  A-miss 

VMistaken 

BS  VThe  Daughter 

345  Gwynneth  Vaughan 
346  Esmeralda 

418  Media 
41  q  /The  Twins 

4q«  /Locksmith 
a*  VPortmanteau 

569  Field  of  Forty  Footsteps 
570  The  wigwam 

347 

ly  VUncle's  Card 

495  Ruth 

571  Cramond  Brig 

»48  Town  and  Country 

420  Martha  Willis 

496  Maid  of  Mariendorpt 

572  /Infant  Phenomenon 

040  /Middy  Ashore 
**3  VMatteo  Falcone 

42]  /Love's  labyrinth 
4/1  V  Ladder  of  love 

497  The  Turf 
498  Harlequin  hoax 

u  VCaptain  Cuttle 
573  Faust 

360  Duchess  of  Mulfi 

422  White  Boys 

499  Sweeney  Todd 

574  Jack  in  the  water 

351  Naval  Engagements 
352  Victorine 
353  Spectre  Bridegroom 

4™  /Mistress  of  the  mill 
-J  V  Frederick  of  Prussia 
424  Mabel's  curse 

500  My  Poll  &  Partner  Joe 
501  The  King's  wager 
502  Tower  of  London 

575  Man  and  wife 
576  A  House  Divided 
577  John  Smith 

354  Alice  Gray 
VA  /Fjsh  Out  of  water 
**  VFamilyJurs 
356  Rory  O'More 

425  f  Perplexing  Predicament  ^  /Monsieur  Jacques 
V  A  Day  in  Paris                            V  Plot  and  counterplot 
426  Rye-house  Plot                      504  The  Birthday 
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17  «  /'Long  nnd  Short 
'8  Uydia's  Lover's  lodging 
579  I  and  my  double 
580  Sons  and  Systems 

357  Zarah 
•M  /Love  in  humble  Life 

428 
429  Dumb  Conscript 

506  The  Stone  Jug 
507  Jacob  Faithful 

581  My  old  woman 
582  Life  of  an  Actor 

08  V15  Years  of  Labour  Lost 

430  Heart  of  London 

508  JacK  Ketch 

583  Chancery  Suit 

369  Dream  of  the  Future 
,.,,    /Mrs.  White 
60   V  Cherry  Bounce 
361  Elder  Brother 
362  Robber's  wife 

431  Frankenstein 
432  Fairy  Circle 
,00  /Sea-bathing  at  home 
H  V  Wrong  man 
434  Farmer's  Story 

509  Bold  Dragoon* 
510  Remorse 
511  Old  house  at  home 
512  Jersey  Girl 
513  Haroun  Alraschid 

584  Bequeathed  heart 
585  My  wife—  what  wife  ? 
586  Blanche  Heriot 
587  Lady  of  the  Lake 
588  Bill  Jones 

,,.,  /Sleeping  Draught 
363  VSmoked  miser 

435  Lady  and  the  Devil 
436Vanderdecken 

514  Beggar's  Petition 
...   /Own  Blue  Bell 

589  Americans  Abroad 
*»QA  /Pleasant  dreams 

364  Love 

437  A  poor  young  man 

VGrimalkin 

VAdvice  Gratis 

365  Fatal  Dowry 
,,.,.  /Bengal  Tiger 
186  VKill  or  cure 

,00  /Under  which  king? 
438  VTobit's  Dog 
439  His  last  legs 

516  Paulina 
ri7  /Affair  of  honour 
517  VThe  Lancers 

591  The  Wedding  Gown 
592  Dice  of  death 
693  The  Bottle  Imp 

367  Paul  Clifford 

440  Life  of  an  Actress 

518  St.  Patrick's  Eve 

594  Lost  and  won 

368  Dumb  man  of  Manchester 

441  White  horse  of  the  Peppers 

519  Mr.  Greenfinch 

525  Marriage 

369  Sergeant's  Wife 

442  Artist's  Wife 

520  The  hall  porter 

596  The  Three  Secrets 

370  Jonathan  Bradford 

443  Black  Domino 

521  Prisoner  of  War 

597  Frederick  the  Great 

371  Gilderoy 
079  /Diamond  cut  Diamond 

444  Village  Outcast 
445  Ten  Thousand  a-  Year 

r9o  /Matching-making 
a  VThe  Dumb  Belle 

598  A  libertine's  lesson 
599  Jacques  Strop 

P  VPhilippe 
373  Legend  of  Florence 

446  Beulah  Spa 
447  Perils  of  Pippins 

523  Lucky  horse-shoe 
r,9,   /My  wife's  dentist 

600  The  Charming  Polly 
601  Life's  a  lottery 

374  David  Copperfield 

448  Barrack  Room 

14  V  Railroad  Station 

pno*  /Antony  and  Cleopatra 

375  Dombey  and  Son 

449  Richard  Plantagenet 

525  The  Schoolfellow 

ra  VThe  Party  wall 

376  Wardock  Kennilson 

450  Red  Rover 

•or  /Woman-Hater 

603  A  cure  for  love 

377  Night  and  morning 

451  Idiot  of  Heidelberg 

^b  V  Comfortable  Service 

604  Gissipus 

378  Lucretia  Borgia 
379  Ernest  Maltravers 

452  The  Assignation 
453  Groves  of  Blarney 

527  You  can't  marry  your 
Gh-andmother 

605  Helen  Oakleigh 
fin<5  /Blue-Faced  Baboon 

30,,  /Dancing  Barber 
VTurning  the  Tables 

454  Ask  no  Questions 
455  Ireland  as  it  is 

528  Rochester 
529  Golden  calf 

106  VOurang-Outang 
607  The  White  Milliner 

381  Poor  o,f  New  York 

456  Jonathan  in  England 

530  Bride  of  Ludgate 

608  Perourou 

382  St.  Mary's  Eve 

457  Inkle  and  Yarico 

«,,   /Twice  Killed 

609  The  Greek  Boy 

383  Secrets  worth  Knowing 
384  Carpenter  of  Rouen 

458  Nervous  man 
459  Message  from  the  Sea 

""  VA  Day  well  spent 
532  Tarn  O'Shanter 

610  Robespierre 
611  The  Red  Farm 

385  Ivanhoe 

460  Black  Doctor 

533  Woodstock 

612  Miser's  daughter 

386  Ladies'  club 
307  /  Hercules 

461  King  O'Neil 
.„<,  /Forty  and  Fifty 

534  Jack  Brag 
«o5  /  New  Footman 

fil,  /Wanted,  a  Brigand 
613  VCIaudeDuval 

JB7  V  Bears  not  Beasts 

462  VTom  Noddy's  Secret 

80  \  King's  Gardener 

614  Camille 

388  Bleak  House 
369  Colleen  Bawn 
390  The  Shaughraun 

463  Irish  Attorney 
464  The  Camp 

465  St.  Patrick's  Day 

536  Woman's  Faith 
637 
538  Joconde 

615  The  Pride  of  Birth 
616  Mothers  and  daughera 
617  Belford  castle 

391  The  Octoroon 

466  Strange  Gentleman 

539  The  Steward 

fila  /Duchess  of  

392  Sixteen  String  Jack 

467  Village  Coquettes 

540  Evil  Eye 

V  Punch  out  of  town 

393  Barnaby  Rudge 

468  Life  of  a  woman 

541  Sam  Weller 

619  Thomas  A'Beckett 

394  Cricket  on  the  Hearth 

469  Nicholas  Nickleby 

542  Tekeli 

620  Mazeppa 

395  Susan  Hopley 
396  Way  to  get  married 
397  Wandering  Jew 
398  Old  Curiosity  Shop 
399  Under  the  G 
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471  Fernando 
472  Scamps  of  London 
473  Jessie  Brown 
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845  V  Gentleman  in  Difficulties 
546  Wish-ton  wish 

621  Temptation 
622  Mary  Melvin 
623  A  Night  in  the  Bastill* 
«9i  /Kinks,  the  Bagman 
624  UobsonandCo. 

400  Jane  Eyre 

474  Oscar,  the  half-blood 

547  Nick  of  the  woods 

625  The  Blind  Bargain 

401  Raffaelle 

475  Mary  Ducange 

548  Faith  and  Falsehood 

«26  Js.ne,      the     Licensed 

40,  /Hunting  a  Turtle 

476  Nurcisse 

549  Lalla  Rookh 

Victualler's  daughter 

P  VCatching  a  Heiress 
403  /  Good  Night's  Rest 
V  Lodgings  for  Gentlemen 

477  Little  Gerty 
478  Obi 
479  Austerlitz 

550 
551  One  Fault 
,.,„  /Jacket  of  Blue 

K97  /Bamboozling 
W7  VThe  Sergeant's  Wedding 
628  The  Game  of  Love 

404  The  Wren  Boys 

480  Grandfather's  will 

VCousin  Peter 

629  Old  Maids 

4/ir  /Swiss  cottage 

481  Hidden  Treasure 

553  Bubbles  of  the  Day 

630  Gustavus  the  Third 

5  VTwas  1 

482  True  as  Steel 

554  Beau  Nash 

63-1  The  Weathercock 

i06Clari 

483  Seif-Accusation 

555  Pauvrett« 

633  Turpin'g  Ride  to  York 

ADVERTISEMENTS . 


633  Doves  in  a  Cage 

634  Ocean  of  Life 

635  Nina  Sforza 

..,,.  /BardoU  v.  Pickwick 
M  (Two  Swindlers 
637  Ambrose  Gwynett 
038  Hazard  of  the  Di<» 
<i39  Peer  and  the  Peasant 
640  On«  Hundred  Pound  Note 
ml  Factory  Boy 
042  Merchant  and  his  Clerks 


^Living  Statues 


^My  Sister  Kute 
€44  Cavalier 

645  Lottery  of  Life 

646  False  and  Constant 

647  Who'll  Lend  me  a  Wife 

648  'Twould    Puzale    a    Con- 
049  Devil's  in  It 

4350  Love's  Sacrifice 
,,,,   /Painter  of  Ghent 

651  (l02 

652  Man  for  the  Ladies 
£53  You  Know  What 


706  Roll  of  the  Drum 

707  Ambassador's  Lady 

708  Spring  and  Autumn 

709  Close  Siege 

710  Louison 

711  Our  Village 

7 12  Tempter 

713  Love's  Frailties 

7 14  Surgeon  of  Paris 

715  Lord  Darnlev 

- 16  School  for  Grown  Chil 
dien 

717  Uiches 

718  Devil  in  London 

(M.P.    for    the 
\     Borough 
(Grey  Doublet 
,i;ola  Colouibn 
[juror  721  London  by  Night 

722  Christmas  Carol 

723  London  Banker 


..-,  (  Day  at  an  Inn 

'"  ^Uentlemau  in  Black 
777  Double  Gallant 
77M  /Aldgute  Pump 
//8  ^Bump  of  Benevolence 

779  Philosophers  of  Berlin 

780  Tale  of  Two  Cities 

781  Ambition 

|  Queer  Subject 

(Deeds  of  Dreadful  Note 


719 


not 


t:54  Gipsy  Ki 

655  Court  and  City 


.ing 
idCi 

056  Gertrude's  Cherries 

057  Legerdemain 

058  English  Etiquette 
659  My  Wife's  Mother 
ffift  /Humpbacked  Lover 

^Patter  v.  Clatter 
oai   /Truth 

Ringdoves 


/Dowager 


,Why  did  you  Die? 
€63  Love  of  a  Prince 

664  Fanchon,  the  Cricket 

665  Secretary 

666  Bringing  Home  the  Bride 

667  Charles  the  First 
•668  Moonshine 


783  Youthful 

7>ii  /Teddy  the  Tiler 

\Born  to  Good  Luck 
785  Hard  Times 
7*6  Spare  Bed 
787  Wager 
78S  Fair  Rosamond 

789  Notoriety 

790  Factory  Strike 

791  Point  of  Honour 

792  Shakspeare's  Early  Days 
24  Master  Humphrey's  Clock   793  Folly  as  it  Flies 

-n  — =v-..-  79.1  st.  Clair  of  the  Isles 

795  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

796  John  Overy 

797  Tm>  Fishermen  of  Lynn 

798  Mysterious  Stranger 

799  Education 

800  Don  Caesar  de  Bazan 

801  Single  Life 

802  Married  Life 

803  Dream  at  Sea 

on,  /Our  Mary  Anne 
"*  VMischief-Maliing 
805  Agues  de  Vore 
80!j  \Vreck  Ashore 
807  Boyne  Water 
ftnft  /Shocking  Events 
lU8  V.Dead  Shot 

809  Lesson  for  Ladies 

810  Love  and  Murder 


T)f>  /Omnibus 

\MayorofRoehester 

726  Game  of  Life 

727  Deserted  Village 

72*  Old  and  Young  Stager 
729  Follies  of  Fashion 
7.J  J  Romance  and  Reality 

731  Last  Shilling 

732  Tom  Bowling 
/33  Love  Extempore 
734  Devil  on  Two  Sticks 
/  35  Maiden's  Fame 

73,.  /How's  your  Uncle 
\Mis 


w  ^Divorce 

070  Brian  Boroihme 

071  Noyades 

072  Inez  de  Castro 

€73  Love,  Law,  and  Physic 
074  Heirws  of  Bruges 
675  Climbing  Boy 
f.R  /Married  Rake 

/b  ^Conquering  Game 
677  Haunted  Inn 
078  Comfortable  Lodgings 
679  Two  Friends 
€80  French  Spy 
681  Provost  «f  Bruges 
082  Lone  Hut 
fiq,  /  Peter  Smink 
bSJ  (Mrs.  Smith 
€84  Handy  Andy 
085  Michael  Erie 
686  Old  Parr 
0^7  Tarnation  Strange 
€88  Royal  Oak 
6><9  Rose  of  Arrepron 
€90  Halvei,  the  Unknown 
691  John  of  Procida 


Mistaken  Story 
37  In  the  Wrong  Box 

738  Martin  Churzlewit 

739  Lilian,  the  Show  Girl 
„,„  /Man  about  Town 

w  \My  Friend  the  Captain 

741  Signal 

742  Whitefriars 

743  Young  King 

744  Queen's  Champion 

745  Ciesar,  the  Watch-Dog 

746  Oudine 

747  Comrades  and  Friends 

( Personation 


811  Rural  Felicity 

812  Presumptive  Evidence 

813  Poor  Jack 

814  Abelard  and  Hololse 

815  Duchess  de  la  VaubiUiere 
a, R*f  John  Jones 

816  (.Christening 

817  Isabel 


?48    •!  AntoB*   and  Cleopatra    818  May  Queen 

(    Married  aad  Settled       819  Chimes 
749  Mary  Stuart 


710  /Petticoat  Government 
/ou  VTis 


i  She 

751  Corsair's"Revenge 

752  Corsicau  Brothers 

753  Blind  Boy 

754  Ben,  the  Boatswain 

755  Rich  and  Poor 

756  Dumb  Guide  of  the  Tyrol 
7,7   /British  Legion 

77   (Rifle  Brigade 

758  Love  Laughs  at  Locksmiths  839  Last  Days  of  Pompeii 

759  Sempstress  830  Luke  the  Labou 
7tiO  Nelson                                       831  Death  Fetch 
701  Daughter  of  the  Regiment  X*2  Maid  of  Athens 
762  Momentous  Question              °™  "-     —  "  "  -'  ' 


820  Home  Again 

821  Henrietta,  the  Forsaken 
„„.,  /Irish  Lion 

822  V.  Brother  Tom 

823  Rake  and  his  Pupil 

824  Pet  of  the  Petticoats 

»25  Marianne,   the    Child    of 

Charity 
820  Toodles 

827  Green  Bushes 

828  Don  Juan 


/Serenading 
{. 


^Middle  Temple 
693  Promise  of  Marriage 
(j94  Chain  of  Gold 
(J95  Beggar's  Daughter 
090  Battle  of  Waterloo 
097  Phantom 
u98  Gil  Bias 
«OQ  /My  Wife's  Out 
Jy  ^Borrowing  a  Husband 

700  Arajoon 

701  Forced  Marriage 

702  Valsha 

7n,  /Behind  the  Scenes 

703  (^HB 


„,,..   /Rev 
\ 


Sylvester  Daggenvood 

764  Love  and  Loyalty 

765  Delusion 

766  Quid  pro  Quo 

767  Charcoal  Burner 
»«a  /Gemini 

7b8  V  Lying  in  Ordinary 
769  Rose  of  Ettrick  Vale 


849  Dame  de  St.  Tropez 
SCO  Husband  at  Sight 
851  Time  Works  Wonders 
„.„  /Kiss  in  the  Dark 
**  Ulatch  in  the  Dark 
S53  How  to  Grow  Rich 
ar>4  King  of  the  Alps 
S5S  Our  New  Governess 
856  Victorine 
657  Mysterious  Family 
e&8  Hasty  Conclusions 

859  Leah  the  Forsaken 

860  Ladies'  Battle 

861  Jacopo  the  Bravo 

8<>2  Peter  Bell  the  Wtiggoner 

8C3  The  Bear-Hunters 

884  Josephine,    the    Child    of 

the  Regiment 
off.  /Popping  the  Question 
)to  (.Snapping  Turtles      (Pail 
Sfifi  /Maid   with   the  Milkintf 

866  (Billy  Tnylor 

867  Theodore  the  Brigand 

868  Cabdriver 

869  Follies  of  a  Night 

870  Secret  Service 

871  Charles  the  Twelfth 

872  Doom  of  Maraua 
,,„  /Welsh  Girl 

87J  VPleasant  Neighbour 

874  Spanish  Curate 

)S76  Vampire 

M76  Brigand 

«77  Child  of  the  Wreck 

(Faint  Heart  Never  Won 

878  \         Fair  Lady 
(Peculiar  Posi'tion 

879  Merchant's  Wedding 

880  Woman  Never  Vext 
oo,  /Trip  to  Kissengen 

881  (onrrick  Fever 

882  Who's  your  Friend? 

883  Court  Favour 

884  Regent 
8S5  Ransom 

886  Paris  and  London 
no-  /Hasty  Conclusion 

887  ^Handsome  Husband 

888  Two  Figaros 

OOQ  /Cabinet  Question 

•'  V  Pi  inter's  D«vil 
MM)  Crist  to  the  Mill 

891  Green-Eyed  Monster 

892  Reputation 

g93  /  Captain  of  the  Watek 

\l*romotion 

894  Returned  "  Killed  " 
flq,    /  Loan  of  a  Lover 

9ft  UomebodyElse 
896  All  in  the  Dark 
QQ,  /My  Daughter,  Sir  I 
ml  (My  Great  Aunt 
oqa  /  Court  Beauties 
•J*  VPeter  and  Paul 
floq  /Jenkinses 

W  (.Uy  Friend,  the  Governor 

900  Bonnie  Pii.ico  Charlie 

901  Memoirs  of  the  Devil 

902  Ruy  Bias 


770 
779 


Valet  de  Sh 


and  I 


704  Linda,  the  Pearl  ol  Sai 
fOa  Lost  Ship 


771  Dream  of  Fate 
.—.>   /Maidens  Beware 

'     U'ink  of  Politeness 
773  Ancestress 

he  Jealous? 

ree  and  the  Deuce 


— ,    /  Is  hi 
"4  (Thre 


Loss  of  the  Royal  George 


K33  Beggar  Boy  of  Brussels 
«4  Scholar 
835  Forgery 
830  Uncle  John 

837  Ellen  Wareham 

838  Open  House 

839  Second  Thoughts    Fat-Law  906  /One  Hour 

840  Nicholas  Flam,  Attorney-  VMatnmony 

841  Snakes  in  the  Grass  ;'°~  ^muggier  Boy 

,UQ  /23,  John  Street,  Adolphi     '•'"»  hxohange  no  Robbery 
042  (Thimble  Rig  «»  Freemason 

843  Sheriff  of  the  Country 
8*4  Happiest  Day  of  My  Life 

845  Weak  Points 

846  Good     Husbands     make 

Good  Wives 

847  Duchess  de  la  Valliere 
a, a  /Damon  and  Pythias 

(Two  Queens 


903  The  Delinquent 

904  Chain  of  Giu'.t 

905  Life  as  It  Is 


Lee 
911  Dramatist 
Q,9  /All  at  Coventry 
n2  (Poor  Soldier 
913  Dream  Spectre 
qil  /He  Lies  like  Truth 
814  (state  Secrets 


Each  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  printed  from  the  Original  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment. 
To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and  others,  this  edition  is  invaluable,  as  full  stage  directions 
costumes,  &c.,  are  given.  All  the  back  " umbers  are  in  print,  and  can  be  purchased  separately,  oue 
penny  each,  or  per  post,  l$d,  iLoudou  :  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


IDIOIK-J 


1   For  a  Woman's  Sake.    W.  Phillips. 
2.  Against  Tide.    Miriam  Ross. 


Price  6d.  each;  post-free,  2d.  each. 

82.  Held  in  Thrall.    Bv  Mrs.  L.  Crow. 

83.  Splendid  Misery.    By  C.  H.  iiazlewood 

84.  Nicholas  Nickleby.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

85.  Oliver  Twist.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

86   Barnaby  Rudge.    Bv  Charles  Dickera. 
87.  Ingaretha.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen 


8.  Jack  Hinton.    Bj  Charles  James  Lever. 

9   Eugene  Aram.     By  Lord  Lytton. 
to'  Tower  Hill.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 
11   Rose  &  Shamrock.  Authorof  "Lestelie." 
12*  South-Sea  Bubble.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

13.  Mary  Stuart.    G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

14.  Twenty  Straws.  Authorof  "Carynthia." 

15.  Lord  Lisle's  Daughter.    C.  M.  Braeme. 

ifi   After  Many  Yean*.  Authorof  "Against  Tide.' 

17'  Wagner.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

18.'  What  is  to  Be.   Author  of  "Twenty  Straws." 

19.  John  Trevlyn's  Revenge.    E.  Phillips. 

iO.  Bound  by  a  Spell.    H.  Rebak. 

21   Yellow  Diamond.   Author  of  "Lestelie." 

22.  The  Younger  Son.  Rev.  H.  V.  Palmer. 

23.  Sf ories  with  a  Vengeance.  By  G.  A.  Sala.  &£ 

24.  Naomi.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen 

25   Swept  and  Garnished.    By  A.  Thompson 
2«.  Jennie  Gray.    Authorof  "Against  Tide." 
27  Lestelie.    Author  of  "Yellow  Diamond.'' 
28*  Tracked.    Author  of  "Bound  by  a  Spell." 
',29'  Carynthia.  Author  of  "Twenty  Straws." 
J80   Violet  and  Kose.     Authorof  "Blue Bell." 
:81   Cost  of  a  Secret.    Autiiorof  "TwoPearls. 
'  82!  Terrible  Tales.    By  G.  A.  Sala. 
83  Doomed.    Author  of  "Tracked. 
84°  White  Lady.  Author  of  "Ingaretha." 
85!  Link  your  Chain.    Author  of  "Blue  Bell." 
86.  Two  Pearls.    Author  of  "Lestelie." 
«7.  YoungCavalier.    Authorof  "Tracked." 
48.  The  Shadow  Hand.    Author  of  "Nnomi." 
89.  Wentworth  Mystery.    Watts  Phillips. 

40.  Merry  England.    W.H.  Ainsworth. 

41.  Little  Blue  Bell.    By  A.  Thompson 

42   Humphrey  Grant's  will.  Author  "Doomed. 

43.  Jessie  Phillips.   Mrs.  Trollope. 

44.  A  Desperate  Deed.    By  Erskine  Boyd. 

45.  Blanche  Fleming.    By  Sara  Dunn. 
40.  The  Lost  Earl.    By  P.  McDermott. 

47.  The  Gipsy  Bride.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

48.  Last  Days  of  Pompeii.    By  Lord  Ly  tton. 

49.  The  Lily  of  St.  Erne.    By  Mrs.  Crow 

50  The  Goldsmith's  Wife.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 
61.'  Hawthorne.    By  M.  E.  O.  Maleu, 
62.  Bertha.    By  Author  "  Bound  by  a  Spell. ' 
53.  To  Rank  through  Crime.    By  R.  Grifhtns. 

64.  The  Stolen  Will.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen 

65.  Pomps  and  Vanities.    Rev.  H.  V.  Palmer. 

16.  Fortune's  Favourites.    By  Sara  Dunn. 

•7.  Mysterious  House  in  Chelsea.    By  E.  Boyfi 

68.  Two  Countesses  &  Two  Lives.     M.E.Malen 

69.  Playing  to  Win.    George  Manville  Fenn. 

60.  The  Pickwick  Papers.   P.y  Charles  Dickens 

61.  Doom  of  the  Dancing  Master.    C.  H.  Ross 

62.  Wife's  Secret.  Author  of  "The  Heiress." 

63.  Castlerose.    Margaret  Blount. 

64.  The  Birthright.   Author  of  "  Castlerose." 

65.  Golden  Fairy.    Author  of  "Lestelie." 

66.  Misery  Joy.    Author  of  "  Hush  Money." 

67.  The  Mortimers.  Author  of  "Wife's  Secret.' 

68.  ChetwyndCalverley.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 
«9.  Woman's  Wiles.    Mrs.  Crow. 

70.  Ashneld  Priory.    Author  of  "  Kachei." 
n.  Brent  Hall.    By  Author  of  "Birthright." 
f2.  Lance  Urnuhart's  Loves.    Annie  Thomas. 

73.  For  Her  Natural  Life.    Mrs.  Winstanley. 

74.  Marion's  Quest.    Mrs.  Laws. 

75.  Imogen  Herbert.    Author  of  "Mortimers. 

76.  Ladye  Laura's  Wraith.    P.  McDermott. 

77.  Fall  of  Somerset.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 
f8.  Pearl  of  Levonby.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

79.  My  Lady's  Master.    B"y  C.  Stevens. 

80.  Beatrice  Tyldesley.    By  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

81.  Overtaken.    By  Starr  Rivers. 
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88.  Paul  Clifford.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

89.  Rienzi.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

90.  Old  Curiosity  Shop.     By  Charles  Dickens 

91.  Pelham.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

92.  Falkland  &  Pilgrims  of  the  Rhine.    Lytton. 

93.  Harry  Lorrequer.    By  Charles  Lever. 

94.  Faust.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

S5.  The  Soldier's  Wife.   By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds, 

96.  Valentine  Vox.    By  Henrv  Cockton. 

97.  Robert  Macaire.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

98.  Entrances  and  Exits,,  Part  1.  E.  Winstanley 
99  Entrances  and  Exits.  Part  2.  E.  Winstanlej 

100.  Nobody's  Fortune.    Part  1.    By  K.  Yates 

101.  Nobody's  Fortune.    Part  2.    By  E.  Yates 

102.  The  Seamstress.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynold .. 

103.  The  Necromancer.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

104.  The  Bronze  Statue.  Parti.  By  G.  W.M.  B. 

105.  The  Bronze  Statue.   Part  2.  ByG.W.M.R. 

106.  The  Waits.    Pierce  Egan. 

107.  Kye  House  Plot.     Parti.     By  G  W.  M.  R. 
108  Rye  House  Plot.    Part  2.    By  G.  W.  M.  R. 

109.  Memoirs  of  Grimaldi.     Edited  by  Dickens 

110.  Jack  Brag.    By  Theodore  Hook 

111.  Hunted  Down.  <fec.    By  Charles  Dickens 

112.  Charles  O'Malley.    By  Charles  Lever 

113.  Ernest  Ma4travers.    By  Lord  Lytton 

114.  Alice;  or,  the  Mysteries.     By  Lord  Lytto* 

115.  Paris  Sketch  Book.    Bv  W.  M  Thackeray 

116.  Jacob  Faithful,     liy  Captain  Marrynt 

117.  Night  and  Morning,    liy  Lord  Lytton 

118.  Kosa  Lambert     Parti.    ByG.W.M.R. 

119.  Rosa  Lambert.    Part  2.    Hy  G.  W.  M.  R. 

120.  Canonbury  House.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynold* 

121.  Hunchback  of  Notre-Dnnie.     Victor  Hugo 

122.  Robinson  Crusoe.    By  Daniel  Defoe 

123.  May  Middlcton.    By  G.  W.M.  Reynolds 

124.  Catherine,  &c.    By  W.  M.  ThacKeray 
325.  Queen  Mareot.  By  Alexandra  Dumas pere 
12fi.  Massacre  of  Glencoe.  Parti.  ByG.W.M.R. 

127.  Massacre  of  Blencoe.  Part 2.  By  G.W.  M  R. 

128.  Michael  Armstrong.    By  Frances  Trollope 

129.  Zanoni.    By  Lord  Lytton 

130.  Leila.    By  G.  W.  M." Reynolds 

131.  Godolphin.    By  Lord  Lytton 

132.  The  Coral  Island.    Pfirl  I.    ByG.W.M.R. 

133.  The  Coral  Island.     Part2.     By  G.  W.  M.  B. 

134.  Susan  Hopley.    liy  Mrs.  Crowe 

135.  Loves  of  the  Harem.  Parti.  ByG.W.M.R. 
13(5.  I. oves  of  the  Harem.   Part2.    ByG.W.M.R. 
137.  Leila.  <fcc.    By  Lord  Lytton 

13^.  Kenneth.    Part  1.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 
189.  Kenneth.    Part  2.     By  G.  W.  M.  Reynold* 

140.  Uncle  Tours  Cabin.    By  H.  B.  Stowe. 

141.  Margaret.    Part  1.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

142.  Margaret.    Part  2.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

143.  Lady  of  the  Camelias,  Ac.  By  A.  Dumas  Fils. 

144.  The  Voung  Duchess.  Part  1.  By  G.  W.M.  R. 

145.  The  Young  Duchess    Part  2.  By  G.  W.  M.  B, 

146.  Deverenx.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

147.  Omar.    Part  1.    By  G.  \V.  M.  Reynolds 

148.  Omar.    Part  2.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

149.  The  Last  of  the  Barons.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

150.  Empress  Eugenie's  Bcndoir.  (1).  G.  W.M.K. 

151.  Empress  Eugenie's  Boudoir.  (2).  G.W.  M.R. 
152  Dead  Men  Tell  No  Tales.  (!",.  By  G.  A.  Sain 

153.  Dead  Men  Tell  No  Tales.  (8).  By  G.  A.  SaJa 

154.  Mary  Price.  Part  1.   By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

155.  Mary  Price.    Part  2.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

156.  Mary  Price.   Part  3.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

157.  Marv  Price.   Part  4.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynold* 
158 

159!  Joseph  Wilmot.    Part  1.    By  G.  W.  M.  R. 

160.  Joseph  Wilmot.    Part  2.    By  G.  W.  M.  R. 
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